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PREFACE. 


To  those  who  knew  the  writer  of  this  little 
Volume,  it  is  almost  needlees  to  speak  of  that 
exemplary  patience,  and  perfect  resignation  to 
the  will  of  heaven,  that  so  mercifully  supported 
her  through  long  and  painful  sufferings,  which 
were  unhappily  aggravated  by  the  loss  of  a 
Father,  in  whom  her  strongest  affections  cen- 
tered. 

It  presents  a  transcript  of  her  truly  pious 
mind  ;  and  as  such  it  is  now  offered,  in  its 
original  and  uncorrected  state,  to  the  eye  of 
affection  and  friendship,  but  not  of  criticism  ; 
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never  having1  been  intended  for  general  publica- 
tion.— And  when  it  is  added  that  the  contents 
were  chiefly  written  to  beguile  the  hours  of  suf- 
fering, when  she  was  unable  to  bear  the  light, 
or  raise  her  head  from  the  pillow,  on  scraps 
of  paper  with  a  pencil,  many  of  which  were 
scarcely  legible — whatever  inaccuracies  may  ap- 
pear will  be  readily  overlooked. 

It  is  earnestly  hoped  that  they  may  lead 
the  minds  of  any  young  persons  into  whose 
hands  they  may  fall,  to  contemplate,  as  she 
ever  did,  the  Creator  in  all  his  Works. 
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PART  THE   FIRST. 


FROM  the  bright  Sisters  Nine  no  aid  I  claim, 
Nor  seek  for  laurels  of  Parnassian  fame; 
No  brilliant  spark  of  great  Apollo's  fire 
Will  I  implore  with  genius  to  inspire  ; 
I  sing  no  deities  of  pagan  lore, 
The  fair  ideal  Graces  charm  no  more : 
Higher  than  Pindus  would  my  spirit  climb, 
With  aims  more  lofty,  objects  more  sublime, 
Than  wreaths  unfading  from  Thessalian  grove, 
Than  all  the  glories  of  Olympian  Jove. 
Aspiring  aims,  that  hope  for  heavenly  prize, 
And  seek  immortal  life  beyond  the  skies  ; 
Objects  that  far  the  heathen  dreams  transcend, 
To  which  their  splendid  idols  low  must  bend. 
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But  ah !  with  trembling  hand  I  touch  the  lyre, 
My  lowly  strain  boasts  no  poetic  fire  ; 
Yet  He  who  to  himself  the  heart  can  raise, 
And  e'en  from  infant  lips  ordaineth  praise, 
Sometimes  vouchsafes  to  shed  a  ray  of  light 
And  by  the  weakest  pow'rs  exhalts  His  might. 

From  Grecia's  grand  and  classic  soil  renown'd, 
I  turn  to  Palestine's  long-hallowed  ground, 
To  sacred  Solyma's  most  glorious  walls, 
Whose  fallen  greatness  time  remote  recalls, 
When  with  Jehovah's  awful  presence  blest, 
The  chosen  race  of  Abr'ham  found  their  rest. 
Here  Israel's  psalmist  sweet  pour'd  forth  his  voice, 
And  bade  his  people  in  their  God  rejoice; 
Here  glorious  kings,  and  holy  prophets  dwelt, 
Sublime  Isaiah  inspiration  felt ; 
The  heroes  of  the  Maccabean  name 
Fair  Zion  graced  with  more  than  martial  fame  ; 
And  in  the  fullness  of  th'  appointed  time 
Arose  from  royal  Judah's  sceptred  line, 
Th'  effulgent  Star  by  ancient  seers  foretold, 
The  Saviour  Shepherd  to  redeem  His  fold : 
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1  he  King  of  Glory,  the  Messiah  divine, 
Who  here  His  Gospel  gave,  and  laws  sublime. 
Then  first  descending  from  their  heav'nly  birth, 
The  lovely  Christian  graces  came  on  earth, 
The  three  blest  sisters,  whom  I  fain  would  sing 
With  numbers  sweeter  than  the  thrilling  spring ; 
Ennobling  verse — exalting  to  the  skies, 
And  lays,  that  with  the  theme  to  glory  rise. 
It  may  not  be, — yet  will  I  venture  still 
To  pray  their  influence  may  my  spirit  fill. 
They  need  no  praise,  nor  wit  nor  genius  seek, 
But  love  to  bless  the  humble  and  the  meek. 
May  earnest  penitence  true  zeal  impart, 
From  errors  past  to  purify  my  heart ; 
Oh  !  may  my  soul  be  freed  from  ev'ry  stain, 
My  life  unspotted  in  this  world  so  vain  ; 
Then  will  the  visitants  celestial  hear, 
And  with  approving  smiles  soothe  ev'ry  fear. 

Amidst  the  countless  paths  by  pilgrims  trod 
Who  humbly  walk,  confiding  in  their  God, 
And  cheerful  follow  wheresoe'er  He  leads, 
Whether  the  road  winds  through  the  verdant  meads, 
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O'er  sunny  hills,  through  fair  sequester'd  glades, 
By  flowing  streams,  or  sweet  refreshing  shades, 
Or  over  rugged  rocks,  bleak  desert  shores, 
Through  tangled  wilds,  or  waste  and  dreary  moors ; 
An  awful  mountain's  height  sublime  ascends 
Where  ev'ry  traveller's  varied  progress  ends ; 
Its  wonders  passing  thought,  dense  clouds  conceal, 
Mysterious  mists  hang  round,  yet  half  reveal 
Its  glorious  base,  and  leave  its  summit  bright 
With  beams  once  pale  of  pure  celestial  light, 
To  which  the  Faithful,  as  their  polar  star, 
Looked  up  with  joy,  though  dimly  seen  from  far ; 
But  now  amidst  the  full  ethereal  blaze, 
A  heav'nly  form  illum'd  with  brilliant  rays 
Appears  with  brow  majestic  and  serene, 
From  roads  remote,  and  gloomiest  pathways  seen ; 
Firm  on  th*  eternal  mountain's  lofty  peak 
She  stands  intrepid — yet  divinely  meek  ; 
Around  the  sacred  Cross  uplifted  high 
One  spotless  arm  she  rests — her  radiant  eye 
Is  fix'd  intensely  on  the  Heav'ns  above, 
Beaming  with  calm  devotion's  holiest  love ; 
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Her  robes  of  righteousness,  and  garments  bright, 
With  lustre  heav'n-bestow'd,  are  snowy  white; 
In  her  pure  hand  she  holds  the  volume  blest, 
And  fervent  clasps  it  to  her  grateful  breast ; 
The  incense  sweet  of  praise  she  seems  to  breathe  ; 
Unfading-  palms  are  strew'd  the  cross  beneath, 
Hewn  in  the  rock  an  op'ning  tomb  appears, 
Which  weak  and  distant  pilgrims  view  with  fears, 
But  when  their  faltering  steps  draw  near  the  close 
Of  life's  swift  fading  joys  and  passing  woes, 
Encreasing  radiance  circling  o'er  their  head, 
They  scarce  perceive  the  grave  so  long  their  dread, 
But  on  the  grace  divine,  their  guiding  light, 
And  holy  Cross,  they  fix  their  fainting  sight. 
Her  stedfast  smile  proclaims  that  Heav'n  is  trur 
And  all  her  glory  opens  to  their  view ! 
Angels  with  joy  behold  her  lovely  mien, 
Which  but  inferior  to  their  own  may  seem, 
Bright  cherubs  from  their  native  skies  descend, 
And  bending  o'er  their  wings  of  light  extend, 
Hailing  with  rapture,  words  can  ne'er  express, 
The  hallow'd  charms  which  Faith  sublime  confess ; 
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Salute  her  with  their  harps'  ecstatic  sounds, 
Or  point  to  glorious  and  immortal  crowns. 
Triumphant  Faith !  whose  holy  powers  vast, 
May  into  ocean's  depths  high  mountains  cast, 
Dread  lions  fierceness  to  caresses  turn, 
And  make  e'en  flames  tremendous  harmless  burn, 
More  potent  still,  can  human  hearts  control, 
And  with  thy  shield  defend  the  pious  soul, 
When  strong  temptation's  fiery  darts  assail, 
And  e'en  o'er  nature's  sacred  voice  prevail ; 
As  when  the  patriarch's  fond  paternal  breast 
Was  called  to  yield  the  child  he  hoped  so  blest ; 
Not  with  the  Roman's  stern  and  stoic  pride, 
Bidding  all  tenderness  be  laid  aside, 
But  firm  obeying  Him,  whose  will  be  done, 
He  on  the  altar  laid  his  only  Son ; 
No  eye  but  heav'n's  bore  witness  of  the  deed, 
No  praise  to  stimulate,  no  fame  to  lead, 
Alone  with  Isaac  on  the  mount  he  trod, 
And  calm  resign'd  all  earthly  bliss  to  God. 
The  monarch  of  the  grave  before  thee  bends, 
His  sting  terrific  vainly  'gainst  thee  sends, 
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Calamity  but  purities  tluv  m<>n 

As  the  refiner's  fire  the  silver  ore  , 

None  can  th'  Eternal  please  without  thy  aid, 

But  blest  with  thee  all  fearful  terrors  fade ; 

Justice  no  longer  lifts  the  balance  high, 

But  mercy  hears  the  penitential  sigh, 

Records  the  tear  that  blots  the  sinful  stain 

And  sues  for  pardon  in  a  Saviour's  name. 

O,  hallow'd  Faith!  to  me  thy  grace  extend, 

From  the  false  lights  of  error's  mists  defend ; 

Let  me  not  wander  from  truth's  long  tried  way, 

Nor  e'er  in  search  of  novel  doctrines  stray  ; 

Aid  me  each  day  th'  appointed  Cross  to  bear, 

Save  me  from  vice,  and  folly's  hidden  snare ; 

Not  for  thy  lifeless  name  alone  I  pray, 

'Tis  vain  unless  thou  teachest  to  obey, 

Unless  the  Heart,  and  Will,  and  life  be  giv'n 

In  unreserved  sincerity  to  Heaven. 

May  the  blest  Gospel  firm  my  standard  be, 

From  narrow  bigotry  preserve  me  free ; 

All  wild,  enthusiastic  thoughts  control, 

But  let  thy  vital  glow  pervade  my  soul, 
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That  I  may  walk  by  thee,  and  not  by  sight, 
And  reach  the  realms  of  everlasting  light  -9 
Receive  my  off'ring — take  me  to  thy  care, 
And  lead,  O  lead  me  to  thy  sister  fair. 

High  on  a  rock  coeval  with  the  world, 
Against  whose  base  the  storm  is  vainly  hurl'd, 
Meteors  may  glare,  dark  lurid  clouds  spread  o'er 
Against  its  breast  their  deep  artillery  pour, 
Dart  the  fierce  thunder-bolts  with  crashing  sound 
That  from  the  clifts  of  adamant  rebound  ; 
The  blazing  lightning's  dread  electric  shock 
Strikes,  without  injuring,  the  rifted  rock; 
Wild  howling  winds  may  rage  through  all  its  caves, 
Against  it  foam,  and  lash  the  mountain  waves, 
Thick  hail-stones  fall,  the  floods  in  torrents  roar, 
Terrific  earthquakes  shake  its  very  shore, 
But  vainly  all — more  bright  than  orient  rays, 
Rests  heav'nly  Hope,  and  jarring  worlds  surveys  ! 
Serene  upon  the  "  Rock  of  Ages"  stands, 
Her  steadfast  anchor  drifts  not  with  the  sands, 
But  in  the  precious  Stone  is  deeply  cast, 
Whose  wond'rous  powers  shall  for  ever  last, 
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Tli ere  firmly  fixed,  unshaken  by  the  storm 
The  grace  celestial  leans  her  lovely  form, 
Around  it  clings  with  sweet  confiding  love 
In  Him  who  sends  her  from  the  realms  above, 
To  guide  His  children  o'er  life's  troubled  sea 
To  that  blest  haven,  where  they  fain  would  be. 
When  toiling  hard  with  furious  adverse  gales 
Their  shatter'd  bark  in  starless  midnight  sails, 
The  harrass'd  pilot  scarce  may  guide  the  helm 
Through  waves  that  instant  threaten  to  o'erwhelm, 
High  crags,  and  hidden  dangers,  shifting  sands, 
And  currents  strong  that  drift  to  hostile  lands, 
Blest  Hope  thro'  thickest  darkness  cheers  their  sight, 
With  joy  they  hail  the  much  lov'd  beacon  light, 
Whose  steady  radiance  as  the  rock  they  near, 
To  home,  and  rest,  and  peace  directs  to  steer. 
But  ah !  when  roaring  winds  and  surges  cease, 
The  sun  beams  bright,  and  all  is  smiling  peace, 
When  light- wing'd  zephyrs  fan  the  swelling  sail, 
And  fav'ring  tides  soft,  clear,  and  smooth  prevail, 
How  many  who  might  weather  stormy  seas, 
Are  wrecked  in  rarok'ss  happiness  and  ease ; 
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Fearless  they  glide  along,  nor  e'er  incline 
To  shape  their  course  aright  by  Hope  divine ; 
Charmed  with  their  voyage  fair,  and  vessel  gay, 
They  think  but  of  life's  transitory  day, 
Forget  a  night  of  woe  approaches  fast, 
Which  through  a  dread  eternity  may  last, 
Till  instantanous  on  a  sunken  rock 
They  strike,  with  awful  and  portentous  shock ; 
Too  late  they  turn  to  Hope,  in  dire  alarm, 
And  sink  with  terror  in  the  treacherous  calm. 
But  yet  there  are,  who  o'er  th'  unruffled  tide 
Their  way  close  by  the  "  Rock  of  Ages"  guide, 
Who  gratefully  enjoy  bright  cloudless  skies, 
But  still  eternal  Hope  more  fondly  prize, 
Who  points  their  track  where  bliss  for  ever  reigns, 
Whose  anchor  sure  their  firm-built  bark  sustains. 
Earnest  they  gaze  upon  the  Grace  divine, 
Whose  promise  far  exceeds  the  joys  of  time, 
In  perfect  loveliness  benign  she  smiles, 
Enhances  pleasure,  as  she  grief  beguiles  ; 
No  texture  wove  in  earthly  loom  may  ere 
With  her  fair  robes  of  azure  light  compare, 
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No  beauteous  dye  of  nature's  purest  hue, 

May  ever  equal  that  ethereal  blue, 

Which  like  the  Prophet's  mantle  may  inspire 

The  mind  with  high  resolves,  devotion's  fire, 

The  sapphir's  glow,  the  diamond's  sparkling  blaze, 

And  ev'ry  cavern'd  gem's  concentrate  rays, 

Faint  light  would  give,  compared  with  that  which 

streams, 

And  e'en  outvies  the  sun's  meridian  beams ; 
From  that  transcendant  anchor  which  by  Heav'n 
As  a  support  to  timid  Hope  is  giv'n, 
Calm  she  surveys  the  glories  vain  of  earth, 
To  her  the  highest  seem  of  little  worth, 
For  now  her  eye  enchanting  fix'd  appears 
On  Heav'n  with  fervent  piety's  sweet  tears  ; 
The  pure  unsullied  drops  dim  not  her  sight, 
But  passing  leave  her  radiant  charms  more  bright ; 
While  soft  angelic  voices  breathe  around, 
And  whisper  exquisite  melodious  sound, 
Of  Him  they  sing,  th*  Eternal  and  the  Just, 
Before  whom  isles  and  nations  are  but  dust ; 
The  noblest  seraphim  may  scarce  behold 
The  awful  glories  which  His  throne  enfold, 
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Prostrate  adore,  half-veiled  with  silv'ry  wings, 

The  holy,  holy,  holy  King-  of  kings  ; 

While  thousand  thousands  spirits  blest  rejoice 

And  in  the  vast  Hosanna  raise  their  voice. 

She  hears  the  heavenly  hymn  —  and  hov'ring  near, 

Celestial  guardians,  angel  friends  appear, 

And  hold  high  converse  of  redeeming  love, 

Which  will  unite  her  to  the  hosts  above, 

When  empires,  fame,  and  riches  shall  decay, 

And  earth,  and  seas,  and  skies  shall  pass  away. 

Angelic  Hope  !  soother  of  human  woes, 

In  thee  the  weary  spirit  finds  repose, 

Flies  from  life's  anxious  joys,  and  restless  grief, 

Nor  e'er  in  vain  implores  thy  best  relief. 

The  empire  of  the  world,  its  greatest  wealth, 

With  fairest  happiness  and  blooming  health, 

I  would  not  take  to  lose  the  faintest  ray 

Of  trembling  light  with  which  thou  gild'st  my  way, 

Without  thee  life  a  dreary  blank  would  seem, 

Or  as  a  strange,  perturb'd,  and  transient  dream  ; 

But  blest  with  thee,  how  precious  every  hour, 

E'en  sorrow,  pensive  smiles,  and  owns  thy  pow'r  ; 
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With  moderate  good  them  givest  sweet  content, 
And  if  felicity's  rare  boon  be  sent 
Thy  gracious  hand  a  sacred  charm  spreads  o'er, 
And  gifts  of  noblest  worth  enricheth  more. 
Sublimest  Hope!  thy  sweetest  grace  impart, 
Rejoice,  exalt,  and  purify  my  heart; 
Teach  me  with  just  and  equal  eye  to  view 
The  changing  scenes  of  time  in  colours  true, 
And  those  to  prize  which  bring  me  nearest  thee, 
Dark  and  unlovely  though  they  seem  to  be ; 
Aid  me  the  daily  trials  to  sustain 
Of  vexing  trifles,  disappointments  vain, 
As  one  whose  tranquil  mind  by  thee  is  giv'n, 
Whose  treasure,  and  affections  are  in  Heav'n ; 
Cheer  me  through  life,  forsake  me  not  in  death, 
For  thee  I'll  praise  e'en  with  my  latest  breath, 
Praise  Him  from  whom  alone  thy  power  springs, 
To  whom  with  humble  trust  my  spirit  clings 
For  pardon,  grace  and  guidance  in  the  way, 
His  steps  to  follow,  and  His  laws  obey, 
That  led  by  thee,  my  parting  soul  may  soar 
Where  my  Redeemer  lives  for  evermore. 
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May  God  most  high  the  pow'r  of  Faith  increase, 
And  give  with  hope  foretaste  of  heav'nly  peace  ; 
But  ah !  more  fervent  still  my  pray'r  shall  be, 
Greatest  and  loveliest  Christian  grace,  for  thee, 
Although  to  trace  thy  form  divinely  fair 
And  high  exalted  mien,  I  may  not  dare ; 
Thy  lineaments  are  too  transcending  bright 
For  me  to  gaze  with  clear  undazzled  sight ; 
In  vain  my  skill-less  hand  the  pencils  hold 
My  fading  colours  are  too  dull  and  cold 
To  give  those  matchless  charms  which  never  fail, 
But  o'er  the  universe  itself  prevail ; 
All-hallo w'd  Charity  !  thy  grace  sublime 
Will  through  eternal  ages  glorious  shine, 
When  knowledge,  tongues,  prophetic  visions  pass, 
And  Heaven  no  more  be  seen  through  darken'd  glass ; 
When  mortals'  weakness  shall  to  perfect  grow, 
And  as  they  now  are  known,  their  God  shall  know  ! 
The  vapours  chill  of  earth  too  often  rise, 
And  veil  thy  heavenly  garb  from  human  eyes, 
Obscure  thy  peerless  mantle  flowing  wide, 
The  numerous  faults  of  erring  man  to  hide; 
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Without  some  shading  clouds  that  intervene, 

Thy  perfect  symmetry  is  hardly  seen, 

Yet  to  the  world  thou  hast  been  true  portruvM 

In  every  beauty,  ev'ry  grace  array M  ; 

To  paint  thee,  gracious  Heaven  did  inspire 

The  great  Apostle  of  the  Gentiles  fire, 

Gave  him  the  pow*r  of  angels  more  than  men 

Thee  to  delineate  with  celestial  pen, 

That  none  might  plead  they  knew  thee  but  by  name, 

And  rest  contented  with  thy  distant  fame. 

The  noble  picture  is  bestowed  on  all 

Who  wish  thy  sacred  features  to  recall, 

Gaze  with  delight  and  o'er  it  frequent  bend, 

As  o'er  some  much-lov'd,  venerated  friend, 

In  whose  expressive  portrait  they  may  trace 

The  virtues  which  the  mind  exalt  and  grace — 

Still  gaze,  till  almost  into  likeness  grown, 

And  make  thy  loveliness  in  part  their  own. 

Hail,  holy  Charity !  whose  pow'r  confest, 
Would  make  e'en  earth  appear  supremely  blest, 
Lull  the  har^h,  jarring  sounds  of  war  and  strife, 
And  bless  with  concord  sweet,  domestic  life, 
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Eradicate  pride's  deep,  and  tangled  root, 

Make  sland'rous  envy's  bitter  tongue  be  mute, 

Quench  all  the  springs  that  vanity  supply, 

Make  e'en  selfishness  itself  deny, 

Teach  it  to  find  its  own  in  others'  good, 

And  place  thy  form  where  self's  proud  idol  stood, 

Like  Dagon's  image  it  would  prostrate  lay, 

To  thy  majestic  presence  homage  pay, 

As  to  the  ark  of  God's  most  holy  power 

Philistia's  idol  bow'd  in  awful  hour. 

Oh !  if  thine  influence  human  hearts  did  fill, 

And  bid  the  stormy  passions  "  Peace,  be  still !" 

Calm  the  tempestuous  roar  of  angry  rage, 

The  fretting  billows  of  the  mind  assuage, 

Disperse  the  thoughts  of  evil  as  they  rise, 

And  give  the  wisdom  from  above  the  skies, 

Mis'ry  would  bend  her  wretched  form  to  thee 

Full  half  her  dreadful  powers  cease  to  be  ; 

To  mitigate  the  rest,  thy  tend'rest  care, 

Thy  ready  aid  each  child  of  woe  would  share; 

And  as  the  heav'nly  hosts  of  angels  bright, 

Whose  Hallelujahs  broke  the  gloom  of  night, 


(  HIUSTIANITY.  17 

Tliv  voice  would  sing  with  all  of  human  birth 
"  Glory  to  God  on  high,  and  peace  on  earth !" 
Ah  me !  how  vain  the  wish — Man's  stubborn  race 
Insult  thy  pow'r,  reject  thy  offer'd  grace, 
Despise  thy  laws,  thy  standard  trample  down, 
Proudly  erect  false  colours  of  their  own, 
Or  if  of  bounteous  good  kind  heaven  bestows, 
Some  part  to  feed  the  poor  in  pity  flows, 
Mistake  the  branch  for  the  great  parent  tree 
A  gen'rous  impulse  feel,  and  call  it  thee. 
Yet  let  me  not  the  mote  too  keenly  scan 
That  dims  the  sight  of  my  frail  brother — man 
Lest  unperceived  a  beam  my  own  may  shade, 
And  from  mine  eyes  thy  heav'nly  vision  fade. 
Oh !  let  me  rather  strive  to  add  one  more 
To  those  who  prove  they  rev'rence  and  adore 
Thy  sacred  precepts,  nor  thy  light  confine 
But  in  their  works  let  all  thy  radiance  shine ; 
Give  me  that  deep  humility  of  soul 
Which  all  must  feel  who  own  thy  best  controul, 
Patience  which  long  endures,  and  suffers  meek, 

Sweet  peace  and  pureness  which  no  evil  seek  ; 

c 
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A  heart  that  joys  with  those  who  glad  rejoice 
And  weeps  with  those  who  mourn  with  broken  voice ; 
Whose  pray'r  ascends  for  all  on  earth  to  Heav'n 
Forgives  e'er  it  dare  hope  to  be  forgiv'n ; 
Seeks  the  true  spirit  of  thy  laws  to  find, 
Wounds  not  in  trifles  e'en,  another's  mind ; 
Nor  e'er  forgets  that  thou  art  still  the  same 
To  high  and  low — all,  all,  have  equal  claim. 
Like  the  full,  gentle  flow  of  Ocean's  tide 
When  from  the  depth  profound  it  seems  to  glide 
So  calm,  so  silent,  its  resistless  force 
Is  half  forgotten — and  its  rapid  course 
Is  almost  unperceiv'd,  though  the  high  beach 
With  ceaseless  energy  it  strives  to  reach ; 
Vast  rocks  in  vain  oppose  their  giant  size, 
Round  them  as  fast,  the  circling  eddies  rise. 
As  o'er  the  sands  the  rippling  chrystal  flows 
Or  on  the  with'ring  sea- weed  life  bestows, 
Thus  unconfined  to  where  thou,  best  are  known, 
The  sweet  retirement  of  a  much-loved  home, 
Into  the  world  thou  wend'st  thy  noiseless  way 
So  unassuming,  that  thy  potent  sway 
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Is  hardly  felt,  the  mark  of  glorious  pri/<> 

Unheeded  quite,  to  whirh  thine  aims  arise; 

No  object  is  too  low  or  grand  for  thee, 

The  bounds  of  earth  alone — thy  bounds  may  be 

The  "  sparkling  flood  will  pause  and  flow  no  more," 

Then  fast  receding,  leave  the  once  sought  shore ; 

But  thine  exceed  great  nature's  wondrous  laws, 

The  tide  of  mercy  knows  nor  ebb,  nor  pause, 

Still  onward  rolls  through  time  whose  ev'ry  hour 

Its  might  increases,  and  augments  its  pow*r, 

Still  onward  rolls  to  that  eternal  shore 

Where  sorrow,  pain,  and  want,  shall  be  no  more  ; 

O  Charity !  thou  purest  ray  of  light 

Beaming  from  God's  high  throne  of  glory  bright, 

Around  that  throne  thy  kindred  spirits  stand 

Watching  thy  progress  to  the  heav'nly  land, 

Where  thou  shalt  find  the  mercy  thou  hast  shown 

The  blessings  free  dispens'd  become  thine  own, 

Nor  e'en  a  cup  of  water  thou  hast  giv'n 

Be  unrecorded  in  the  book  of  Heav'n. 

There  shall  thy  thoughts,  thy  words,  thy  deeds  appear. 

These  sacred  sounds  with  transport  meet  thine  ear, 
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"  Blest  of  my  Father !  come,  thy  kingdom  take, 
The  wretched  thou  hast  sooth'd,  my  joy  partake  ; 
The  thirsty  given  to  drink, — the  hungry  fed, 
Shelter'd  the  stranger's  poor  defenceless  head, 
The  naked  cloth'd, — the  captive's  dungeon  cheer'd, 
And  to  the  sick  with  healing  balm  appear'd." 
"  Blest  of  my  Father !  come,  thy  kingdom  take, 
Thou  hast  done  all  for  me,  and  for  my  sake" 
Thus  will  thine  own  Messiah  fulfil  his  word, 
Thine  eye  behold  the  glory  of  thy  Lord, 
Angels  and  high  archangels  haste  to  meet 
Thee,  blessed  pilgrim,  with  affection  sweet, 
Eternal  love  thy  boundless  source  sublime, 
With  smiles  receive  thee  into  bliss  divine. 

Ye  sacred  sisters  !  whose  immortal  praise 
To  heaven  with  fervour  seems  my  soul  to  raise, 
Accept  the  humble  tribute  of  a  mind 
That  owns  your  pow'rs  harmoniously  combined, 
Indissolubly  fixed  in  union  bright, 
Ye  ever  shine  in  undivided  light, 
Separate  ye  may  appear — but  cannot  be, 
One  of  the  lovely,  blest,  and  heav'nly  three. 
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Yet  man  whoso  finite  reason  scarce  conceives 
The  simplest  object  which  his  sense  perceives ; 
To  whom  the  structure  of  the  meanest  fly 
Mysterious  is,  as  worlds  that  roll  on  high, 
Presumes  to  cavil,  argue  and  contend, 
To  his  proud  ignorance  fain  would  make  ye  bend, 
Would  sever  ties  immutable  as  Heaven, 
Because  to  his  weak  mind  it  is  not  giv'n 
Clearly  to  comprehend  the  things  divine, 
Though  far  beyond  his  pow'rs  are  things  of  time, 
Thinks  he  is  wise  above  what  is  reveal'd, 
Discov'ring  truths  that  long  have  lain  conceal'd, 
Disputes  where  he  should  rev'rence  and  believe 
And  meek  obey,  and  gratefully  receive, 
Till  steadfast  Faith  be  lost  in  vision  blest, 
And  hope  of  glory  in  that  glory  rest, 
Till  Charity  regain  her  native  skies 
And  to  her  God  with  Faith  and  Hope  arise ! 


THE 
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PART  THE  SECOND. 


ALMIGHTY  !  sole,  unutterable  Name ! 

Through  ages  everlasting  still  the  same, 

Supreme,  Omniscient,  Omnipresent  Lord, 

Perfection's  self,  Omnipotent  in  word, 

In  justice  awful — infinite  in  love, 

Beyond  all  praise — all  human  thought  above ! 

Eternal  Three — the  high  and  lofty  One, 

Dwelling  in  glory's  pure  essential  Sun, 

O  holy  God,  Jehovah  ever  blest ! 

On  thy  weak  creature  let  thy  mercy  rest, 

And  keep,  oh  keep  me  in  Thy  faith  divine 

By  wisdom  veil'd  in  mysteries  sublime. 

Thou  know'st  what  was,  and  is,  and  still  shall  be, 

Yet  Thou  hast  left  my  will  and  actions  free, 
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Child  of  the  dust,  sprung  from  a  fallen  race, 

In  baptism  regenerate  by  Thy  grace, 

O  may  the  Holy  Spirit  on  me  shed 

In  that  blest  rite,  His  sacred  influence  spread 

O'er  all  my  life,  renew  me  day  by  day, 

And  guide  me  in  the  strait  and  narrow  way 

Of  firm  obedience,  to  that  Saviour's  law-, 

Who  far  from  human  pride  His  aid  withdraws, 

But  will  the  knowledge  of  His  truth  impart 

To  those,  who  seek  in  lowliness  of  heart, 

To  learn  of  Him,  and  in  His  gospel  find, 

All  that  illumes  and  rectifies  the  mind  ; 

To  those  who  own  the  boon  of  reason  giv'n 

To  magnify  the  majesty  of  Heav'n, 

Not  to  uprear  in  arrogant  display 

The  intellectual  powers  vain  array, 

In  wild  attempts,  to  pierce  the  awful  cloud 

Which  rests  on  Heav'n  from  mortal  sight  to  shroud 

The  Holiest  of  Holies  ! — still  conceal'd 

Amidst  the  pure  effulgence  clear  reveaPd, 

Of  everlasting  light ! — The  eastern  star 

Rejoiced,  and  brought  the  sages  from  afar, 
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Humbly  to  bend  before  their  infant  Lord, 
And  grateful  praise  the  Saviour,  they  adored  ; 
Homage  to  pay  their  King  they  sought  alone, 
In  union  worshipped,  and  departed  home  ! 
Though  learn'd  and  wise,  no  specious  cavils  rose, 
No  fierce  disputes,  no  sophistry  that  flows 
From  troubled  springs,  not  from  the  source  divine 
Of  love  to  God,  and  zeal  for  truth  sublime. 
And  yet  'twas  but  the  harbinger  of  morn, 
That  first  proclaim'd  that  Salem's  King  was  born  ; 
The  Sun  of  Righteousness,  the  Light  of  light, 
Whose  noon-tide  rays  soon  spread  from  Heav'n's 

height, 

O'er  the  dark  earth,  which  lay  in  death's  deep  gloom, 
And  beam'd  resplendent  through  the  very  tomb  ! 
Th'  eternal  Orb  of  day  will  ne'er  decline, 
Great  Leader  of  the  radiant  hosts  divine  ; 
Still  on  the  Church  will  orient  splendor  rest, 
While  glory  fills  the  Christian  temple  blest  ; 
And  though  some  darkling  clouds  in  parts  obscure, 
Still  gleams  through  all,  and  gilds  the  altar  pure, 
But  one  broad  beam  in  brightness  clear  transcends, 
And  full  on  Albion's  island  Church  descends  — 
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Illumes  the  hallow'd  venerable  pile ; 
And  o'er  it  glows  with  sweet  refulgent  smile, 
Cloudless  the  skies  that  canopy  her  tow'rs, 
Yet  heav'nly  dews  refresh  with  genial  showers, 
The  rock  of  Truth,  on  which  they  firmly  stand, 
Reflecting  light  o'er  all  the  happy  land ; 
Shelt'ring  the  humblest  plant  that  grows  beneath, 
Supporting  those  that  graceful  round  them  wreath, 
With  rich  luxuriant  foliage,  mantling  high 
In  solemn  beauty,  charming  every  eye ; 
These  are  but  few — yet  wide  their  branches  spread, 
E'en  when  the  parent  stems  have  long  been  dead, 
And  mould'ring  lay,  beneath  the  holy  shrine, 
They  once  adorned — and  verdant  still  entwine 
With  sacred  chaplets,  bright  and  evergreen, 
The  fruits  attesting  what  the  seeds  have  been  ; 
Rooted  in  stone,  each  simple  leaf  adheres 
Firm  to  the  Church,  which  blest  its  op'ning  years ! 
But  ah !  some  flow'ry  weeds  around  it  spring, 
Injuring  the  walls  rever'd  to  which  they  cling, 
Sowing  dissention's  seeds,  where  all  should  be 
The  sweetest  union-breathing  harmony. 
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Pure  is  the  prayer  which  from  those  walls  arise, 
Holy  the  praise,  thence  wafted  to  the  skies, 
Solid  the  doctrines  of  Religion  taught 
With  pious  wisdom,  sacred  learning  fraught ; 
But  few  will  learn,  if  many  fain  would  teach, 
They  cannot  listen  who  themselves  would  preach  ; 
Eager  in  controversies  deep  engage, 
And  read,  and  mark,  and  learn  the  holy  page, 
Not  blessed  hope  of  endless  bliss  to  seek, 
With  poverty  of  spirit  pure  and  meek, 
Not  fervent  faith  to  strengthen  and  increase, 
With  temper'd  zeal  to  guard  the  Church's  peace, 
Not  with  these  views  alone — but  oft  to  bend 
The  Scripture  to  some  fav'rite  scheme  and  end ; 
While  charity,  who  from  contention  flies, 
In  silence  weeps  with  sad  averted  eyes. 

O  Thou,  who  while  on  earth  vouchsafed  to  pray 
For  all  who  should  believe,  and  true  obey 
Thy  Word  divine,  that  they  in  one  might  be 
As  Thou  art  one  in  God,  and  God  in  Thee ! 
O  Thou !  the  King  of  Righteousness  and  Peace, 
Whose  reign  of  heav'nly  love  will  never  cease, 
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Look  down  on  this  thy  fairest  Church  below, 
And  o'er  her  let  thy  parting  blessing  flow, 
Of  peace,  and  joy  in  Thee  !     Her  sorrows  calm, 
And  bind  her  fearful  wounds  with  healing  balm ; 
Her  wayward  children  to  her  arms  restore, 
And  let  them  wander  from  her  love  no  more, 
Nor  from  each  other  turn,  but  hand  in  hand, 
With  hearts  united,  fondly  round  her  stand, 
To  shield  from  danger,  guard  from  impious  foes, 
And  with  reviving  concord  soothe  her  woes. 
In  majesty  serene,  she  then  may  rise, 
Scorn  ev'ry  dart,  and  arrow  barb'd  that  flies 
From  hostile  bands,  their  threat'nings  tranquil  view, 
Be  but  her  children  pious,  firm  and  true. 
Yet  not  on  this  alone — with  gracious  eye 
Behold  thy  scatter'd  flock,  beneath  the  sky, 
Thy  wand'ring  sheep  within  one  fold  unite, 
Let  each — let  all  find  favour  in  thy  sight, 
Thy  grace  benign,  impart  to  all  who  claim 

The  glorious  privilege  of  Thy  hallow'd  Name 

Nor  only  these — thy  ensign  raise  once  more 
T*  assemble  Israel's  outcasts,  scatter'd  o'er 
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The  nations  of  the  earth — thy  ancient  race, 

Unchanged  through  time,  oppression  and  disgrace — 

A  ceaseless  miracle — a  living  sign, 

Sealing  the  truth  of  Prophecy  divine  ; 

They  were  thy  people,  when  immersed  in  gloom 

The  Gentile  world  lay  darkling  as  the  tomb. 

Now  they  are  wand'ring  in  the  dreadful  shade, 

Forgive  their  crimes — vouschsafe  Thy  guiding  aid  ; 

Their  long,  long  night  of  sin  disperse  away, 

With  the  clear  op'ning  of  Eternal  Day ! 

Let  sad  Judea's  hosts  with  joy  return, 

Nor  longer  mourn  o'er  royal  Zion's  urn  ; 

Let  Jew  and  Gentile  zeal  in  mingled  flame, 

Unite  for  ever  in  the  Christian  name  ! 

Extend  Thy  mercy  to  the  Othman  proud, 

Nor  let  the  clouds  of  error  longer  shroud 

Fair  Asia's  sons  from  Truth,  whose  powerful  rays 

Would  far  eclipse  e'en  India's  zenith  blaze. 

O  Thou  !  who  cam'st  sins  wretched  slave  to  free, 
And  captive  led'st  captivity  with  Thee  ! 
Vouchsafe  to  hear  the  pray'r  for  those  who  mourn, 
Exiled  from  home,  from  much-loved  kindred  torn, 
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By  impious  hands,  that  stain  the  Christian  name, 

With  deeds  that  would  pollute  a  heathen's  fame. 

Oh !  may  the  fetter'd  Afric's  freely  share 

Thy  watchful  providence,  thy  guardian  care. 

May  living  waters  which  new  life  bestow, 

Thro*  burning  sands,  thro'  trackless  deserts  flow, 

Cleanse  the  sad  negro's  heart,  its  throbs  allay, 

And  all  his  guilt  and  mis'ry  wash  away. 

Awake  the  isles  that  slumber  on  the  wave 

Of  that  immense  expanse  whose  waters  lave 

Gigantic  Andes  fair  and  golden  shore, 

While  to  the  Poles  its  awful  billows  roar. 

And  that  vast  region,  in  itself  a  world, 

Whose  simple  sons  by  thirst  of  wealth  were  hurl'd 

From  thrones  and  empires,  forced  to  yield  their  right ; 

Nor  pity  found  in  their  fierce  conquerors'  sight. 

On  the  rude  Indian  let  thy  mercy  rest, 

Th'  untutor'd  children  of  a  race  opprest ; 

For  wealth,  for  empire,  long  since  pass'd  away, 

Bestow  that  treasure,  time  can  ne'er  decay  ; 

Lead  them  in  peace  to  thy  eternal  realm, 

Which  fraud  can  ne'er  subvert,  or  force  o'erwhelm. 
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Thus  from  the  golden  portals  whence  the  sun, 
Proclaims  his  course  majestic  is  begun, 
To  where  he  seems  again  to  sink  to  rest, 
Wrapt  in  the  splendors  of  the  glowing  West, 
From  the  pure  bracing  North,  to  Southern  shores, 
Where  nature  all  her  rich  luxuriance  pours  ; 
By  ev'ry  people,  ev'ry  varied  tongue, 
Be  thy  great  name  ador'd — Thy  praises  sung ; 
Through  Thee  may  then  earth's  vast  hosanna's  rise, 
With  one  accord,  re-echoing  to  the  skies  ; 
The  kingdoms  of  the  world  become  thine  own, 
And  humbly  bend  before  Jehovah's  throne. 

OGod!  who  said'st  Almighty !  "  let  light  be," 
"  And  light  was,"  instant  emanate  from  thee ! 
Thy  awful  fiat  issue  forth  once  more, 
The  soul's  deep  chaos  move  Thy  Spirit  o'er ; 
Illume  the  dark  recesses  of  the  mind, 
And  let  the  Gospel  shine  for  all  mankind. 
Oh !  let  this  world  redeem'd,  harmonious  raise 
Its  grateful  hymn,  amidst  the  songs  of  praise, 
Which  like  the  mighty  water's  rushing  sound, 
With  solemn  thund'rings,  vibrating  around ; 
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Yet  sweet  and  holy,  as  the  choirs  sublime, 
Who  sang  with  joy  creation'**  birtli  divine, 
Arise  to  thee,  Eternal  God  supreme ! 
Ceaseless  and  boundless  as  the  glorious  theme. 
Throughout  the  universe  immensely  grand 
The  work  stupendous  of  thy  sov'reign  hand, 
From  the  blest  multitudes  perhaps  who  dwell 
In  those  fair  orbs  which  first  thy  glory  tell, 
Companions  of  the  wand'ring  earth  propell'd  ; 
Yet  in  their  azure  paths,  by  influence  held, 
Of  their  most  glorious  monarch  far  or  near, 
Round  whom  they  move,  each  in  th' appointed  sphere. 
The  lesser  world,  oft  lost  within  the  blaze, 
Intensely  dazzling  of  the  solar  rays ; 
The  star  of  beauty  exquisite  and  bright, 
Whether  she  hails  the  morn  or  charms  the  night, 
The  earth's  fair  sister,  seen  at  highest  noon, 
With  crescent  lovely  as  the  peerless  moon. 
The  deep  red  orb  that  farther  off  recedes 
Whose  name,  to  conquest  oft,  the  warrior  leads ; 
The  sov'reign  planet  that  superbly  rolls, 
Nor  e'er  inclines  th'  immense  majestic  Pole-, 
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But  with  his  brilliant  Satellites  around, 
In  widen'd  orbit  moves  with  glory  crown'd  ; 
And  that  great  world,  enrich'd  with  radiant  zone, 
Saturn's  remote,  and  venerable  throne, 
Whose  circling  luminaries  cheer  his  way, 
Lengthen'd  and  distant  from  the  source  of  day. 
And  those  revolving  lights  unknown  to  men, 
In  ages  past,  now  clear  to  mortal  ken ; 
Though  one  in  circuit  vast,  the  rest  outcries, 
And  to  the  verge  of  this  great  system  flies. 
Almost  a  cent'ry  takes,  his  course  to  run, 
To  pay  his  homage  to  the  central  sun. 
All  these  the  same  tremendous  laws  obey, 
Which  rule  the  earth  with  sweet  mysterious  sway, 
Benignly  varied,  as  their  circling  course 
And  periods  differ — with  projectile  force 
Their  golden  wheels  revolve  with  ceaseless  might, 
On  their  own  axis,  through  the  paths  of  light. 
Where,  as  in  rapid  harmony  they  move, 
Omnipotence  divine,  they  ever  prove. 
Ah !  surely  not  for  man  alone  they  shine, 
Material  forms  without  the  spark  divine, 
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()1  pure  intelligence,  whose  ardent  tlame, 
Undying  and  aspirin",  seems  to  claim 
With  consecrated  incense,  high  to  raiso 
Creation's  off'ring  to  Jehovah's  praise. 
To  thee  Eternal !  self-existing  mind, 
The  soul  of  bliss,  and  being  unconfin'd. 
Perhaps  e'en  those  portentous  fires,  whose  rays 
Stream  with  such  awful  and  terrific  blaze, 
Rushing  impetuous  to  their  monarch's  throne, 
Whose  force,  attractive,  still  forbids  to  roam 
Beyond  their  wild  eccentric  orbits  plane, 
Though  with  increased  velocity  again 
They  turn  from  heat  intense,  and  swift  retrace 
Their  wond'rous  pathway  through  the  realms  of  space. 
E'en  these  with  fervour,  these  with  joy  may  sing, 
Glory  and  praise  to  Thee,  Creation's  King ! 
Yet  higher  still  imagination  soars, 
And  led  by  scientific  truth,  explores 
The  plains  of  ether,  with  transported  eye, 
And  heart  that  throbs  with  admiration  high, 
When  silence  reigns,  and  the  deep  veil  of  night 
Shroud*  e'en  the  earth  itself  from  mortal  sight; 

D 
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All  sublunary  things  but  trifles  seem, 

Lost  in  the  awful  grandeur  of  the  scene, 

When  the  bright  thousands  of  the  hosts  of  heav'n, 

In  full  magnificence  to  view  are  giv'n. 

The  brilliant  Zodiac  strew'd  with  sapphirs  fair, 

The  sun's  triumphant  course  through  trackless  air, 

The  constellations  of  the  pole  sublime, 

Which  o'er  earth's  northern  realms  for  ever  shine ; 

And  those  which  sometimes  hail  her  as  she  flies 

Rapid  and  silent  through  the  spangled  skies. 

In  that  dread  hour  when  contemplation  hears 

A  still  small  voice  breathe  solemn  through  the  spheres, 

"  Canst  thou  the  Pleiad's  sweet  influence  bind 

"  Or  hold  Orion  in  thy  bands  confined, 

"  The  bright  Arcturus  guide  with  strong  control 

"  The  crooked  serpents  mazy  course  unroll ; 

"  Stretch  out  the  dark  pavilion  of  the  North, 

"  Or  in  his  season  call  Mazzaroth  forth. 

"  The  ordinance  of  Heav'n  cans't  thou  change, 

"  And  with  more  skill  the  universe  arrange  ? 

"  Presume  no  more,  but  know  thyself  a  worm, — 

"  For  dust  thou  art — to  dust  thou  shalt  return. 
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44  Yet  let  thy  soul  arise  on  ca^lcV  wings, 

"  Consider  whence  this  matchless  glory  springs,  — 

"  Who  spake,  and  it  was  done  I   Hast  thou  not  heard 

"  What  time  the  circling  firmament  appeared 

"  From  fair  Creation's  blest  primeval  hour  — 

"  Hast  thou  not  known,  and  felt,  declar'd  the  Pow'r, 

"  Which  call'd  forth  being,  —  gave  the  heaven's  birth, 

"  And  from  the  depths  chaotic  form'd  the  earth  ? 

"  Prostrate  adore  !"     The  musing  heart  obeys 

In  reverential  silence  offers  praise  ; 

Beholds  with  deep'ning  awe,  and  thought  intense, 

The  sphere  celestial,  undefin'd,  immense, 

And  filPd  with  beauteous  orbs,  too  distant  far, 

To  owe  their  radiance  to  earth's  solar  star. 

They  shine  not  with  reflected  rays  of  light, 

Inherent  seems  th'  ethereal  lustre  bright, 

With  which  they  gild  the  midnight  vault  of  Heav'n, 

As  if  to  bless  mankind  profusely  giv'n. 

It  cannot  be  !  —  presumptuous  thought  away, 

Nor  human  pride  and  folly  more  display. 

Those  awful  fires  for  ever  fix'd  remain, 

Nor  wander  through  the  vast  cerulean  plain. 


36  THE    GRACES    OF 

As  planets  roll — distinctly  few  are  seen, 

Unless  the  eye  of  science  intervene, 

Compared  with  those  remote,  whose  dubious  ray 

Points  out  the  white  Galaxy's  misty  way  ; 

Compared  with  those  from  mortal  sight  conceal'd 

In  space  immeasureless,  still  unreveal'd, 

Th*  astonished  mind  surveys  the  scene  sublime ; 

What  then  are   these  ?    since   not   for   earth  they 

shine. 

Still  pond'ring  views,  while  vast  ideas  expand, 
And  fill  the  soul  with  rapture  deep  and  grand, 
As  it  revolves  the  reasoning  profound — 
Not  the  enthusiasts  visionary  ground, 
On  which  the  noblest  theory  firm  may  rest ; 
Which  e'er  was  yet  conceiv'd  in  human  breast, 
That  all  these  lucid  sparks  whose  trembling  gleams 
Of  purest  light  withdraw,  ere  Phoebus  beams, 
Illume  the  twilight  of  the  morning  grey 
By  every  star  confest,  sole  Lord  of  Day, 
Yet  are  his  equals,  high  with  glory  crown'd, 
While  tributary  worlds  revolve  around. 
Stupendous  thought !  too  awfully  august 
For  finite  mind  to  reach — the  child  of  dust 
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Reasons  no  more — iina^i nation  fails, 
Sublime  amazement  over  all  prevails. 
Thousands  of  brilliant  suns,  whose  rays  intense, 
Essential  light,  and  heat  around  dispense, 
Ten  thousand,  thousand  systems  like  the  one, 
That  takes  its  name  from  earth's  refulgent  sun. 
With   countless    orbs,    and   spheres,    and   comets 

dread, 

Through  the  expanse  majestic  thickly  spread, 
Circling,  they  rapid  roll,  nor  pause,  nor  rest, 
Yet  silent,  calm  in  solemn  order  blest, 
Harmonious  move,  by  pow'r  still  undefined 
Of  awful  Gravity,  in  bounds  confin'd. 
And  this  infinity  of  worlds  so  bright, 
Form'd  and  preserved  by  everlasting  might, 
Reasoning  from  fair  analogy  may  prove 

Abodes  of  virtue,  happiness,  and  love 
(Like  man's  terrestrial  paradise  before 

Sin  banish'd  bliss,  to  dwell  on  earth  no  more.) 
For  living  multitudes  whose  grateful  voice, 
In  thee  the  universal  God  rejoice ; 
And  through  the  grand  immensity  of  space, 
Proclaim  thy  glory  and  eternal  grace. 
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Perhaps  their  Hallelujah's  mingle  sweet, 

With  seraph  choirs  who  in  communion  meet  j 

Beings  with  natures  spotless  as  their  own, 

Blest  messengers  of  joy  from  heav'ns  high  throne, 

As  borne  on  dazzling  silv'ry  wings  they  fly, 

Shedding  soft  brilliance,  o'er  the  azure  sky, 

Scatt'ring  ambrosial  balms  from  waving  plumes, 

And  wafting  incense  from  celestial  blooms ; 

Angels  to  worlds  material  bend  their  way, 

The  Eternal  will  with  transport  to  obey. 

But  whether  Heavenly  visitants  appear 

In  glory  visible  to  eye  and  ear ; 

Is  vain  conjecture,  that  may  lead  astray 

In  labyrinths  fair*  yet  wild,  from  reason's  sway. 

Be  then  no  more  indulg'd  the  rapturous  theme, 
Imagination's  soul-enchanting  dream, 
Which  for  a  moment  wafts  it  from  the  earth, 
To  claim  its  kindred  with  a  nobler  birth. 
But  swift  the  vision  bright  must  pass  away, 
And  leave  the  feeble  tenant  of  the  clay, 
To  mourn  perhaps,  yet  wake  to  high  emprize  j 
Forward  to  press  with  ardour  to  the  skies. 
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That  when  the  bursting  tomb  gives  up  its  dead  j 
And  all  before  the  last  tribunal  dread, 
Arc  summon'd  to  appear  with  awful  voice, 
It  may  with  saints  and  Heavenly  hosts  rejoice. 
The  dwellers  on  earth's  sin-polluted  ground, 
See  not  the  angel  form  that  tarrieth  round, 
The  ministering  spirits  sent  from  Heav'n, 
To  guard  the  heirs  of  God  through  Christ  forgiv'n. 
Not  so  when  earthly  garb  no  longer  shrouds 
TV  immortal  spirit  free  to  range  the  clouds, 
Cloth'd  with  a  glorious  body,  holy,  pure, 
Which  will  through  all  Eternity  endure. 
Ear  hath  not  heard,  no  mortal  eye  hath  seen, 
Nor  heart  conceived  in  hope's  exalted  dream ; 
The  flood  of  bliss,  the  burst  of  glory  bright, 
Which  then  with  ecstacy  will  bless  the  sight ; 
With  pow'rs  exhaustless,  raise  the  enobled  mind, 
And  fill  the  ear  with  rapture  unconfinM ; 
When  holier  than  the  sweet  re-echoing  song, 
From  sphere  to  sphere  through  ether  borne  along ; 
It  hears  the  hallelujahs  of  the  skies, 
Which  round  the  Throne  of  God  for  ever  rise  ; 
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Crowning,  and  perfecting  the  solemn  praise 
TV  adoring  universe  with  joy  may  raise, 
Blending  its  simplest  note  with  holy  lyre ; 
With  sounds  celestial,  golden  harps  respire, 
Thrilling  to  Angels  touch  with  silvery  tones, 
When  awful  powers,  dominions,  Heavenly  thrones, 
Majestic  Seraphs  flaming  in  their  might, 
And  towering  Cherubims  in  glory  bright, 
Cast  down  their  crowns,    with  these  triumphant 

strains, 
"The  Lord  Omnipotent,  for  ever  reigns!" 


ODE  TO   AFFECTION. 


What  radiant  form  salutes  mine  eyes, 
Descending  from  the  azure  skies ; 

In  loveliness  serene  ? 
Her  winning  smile  invites  me  near, 
Her  soothing  voice  dispels  all  fear, 

Of  her  celestial  mein. 


I  hail  thy  name,  affection  blest ! 

Sweet  pow'r  divine !  that  fills  my  breast 

With  happiness  and  love ; 
Grateful  I  bend  before  thy  shrine, 
Around  it  sweetest  wreaths  entwine, 

And  bring  the  spotless  dove. 


ODE  TO  AFFECTION. 

Benignant  goddess !  deign  to  hear 
My  pray'r,  nor  let  the  suppliant  tear 

Invoke  thine  aid  in  vain ; 
I  ask  no  earthly  joys  but  thine, 
Oh !  let  thy  blessings  pure  be  mine, 

I'll  gladly  wear  thy  chain. 


Thy  silken  chains,  that  softly  bind, 
Yet  firmly  hold  the  willing  mind, 
That  feels  thy  potent  sway  j 
I  wish  not  mine  should  e'er  be  free, 
But  own  my  sov'reign  queen  in  thee, 
And  all  thy  laws  obey. 

• 
Nature  herself  thy  right  defends ; 

Thy  reign  from  age  to  age  extends, 
Thy  empire  knows  no  bound ; 
Still  yields  to  thee,  the  frozen  pole, 
And  subject  to  thy  mild  controul ; 
The  torrid  zone  is  found. 
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'Tis  thine  the  manly  heart  to  bless, 
With  soft  paternal  tenderness, 

As  on  his  child  he  smiles ; 
Thy  sacred  influence  sustains 
The  mother  thro'  severest  pains, 

And  sorrows  hour  beguiles. 


The  infant  mind  is  all  thine  own, 
It  seeks  its  bliss  in  thee  alone, 

Around  thee  fondly  clings  j 
The  tiny  grief,  the  tearful  eye, 
The  bursting  heart,  the  smother'd  sigh, 

All,  all  to  thee  it  brings. 


Yet  Angel  Power !  these  are  toys, 
Compar'd  with  thy  exalted  joys, 

In  still  advancing  years  ; 
When  filial  and  parental  ties, 
Blend  in  that  love  which  only  vies, 

To  spare  each  other's  tears. 
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What  notes  enchanting  meet  mine  ear  ? 
Ah !  'tis  a  Sister's  name  I  hear, 

Thy  tuneful  voice  repeat ; 
Still  the  soft  lay  is  wafted  round, 
And,  bids,  responsive  to  the  sound 

My  heart  with  rapture  beat. 


A  Brother's  too,  in  accents  sweet, 
Is  mingled  there,  what  pleasures  meet 

In  that  expressive  word  ? 
But  hark !  the  song  is  chang'd  again, 
How  wild,  how  exquisite  the  strain, 

More  distantly  is  heard. 


The  kindred  bonds  by  thee  defin'd, 
Are  all  with  happiness  combin'd, 

A  long  uniting  chain  ? 
A  Brother's  offspring — oh !  how  dear, 
And  in  their  children  re-appear, 

The  sisters  o'er  again. 
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And  be  the  half  parental  tie, 

That  glads  their  heart,  and  sooths  their  sigh, 

In  all  thy  pow'r  confest ; 
'Tis  almost  filial  love  that  warms, 
The  heart  that  feels  thy  fadeless  charms, 

In  this  rare  union  blest. 


Yet  not  alone,  to  these  confin'd, 
Affection !  in  thy  glowing  mind, 

A  Friend  rests  hallo w'd  claim  : 
And  all  thy  matchless  joys  unite, 
In  wedded  love,  concenterM  bright, 

Illumin'd  by  thy  name. 


To  fancied  forms,  ideal  shades, 
Whose  image  in  a  moment  fades ; 

My  soul  no  longer  clings ; 
I  bless  with  seraph  hosts  above, 
The  Fountain  pure  of  holy  love, 

Whence  all  affection  springs. 
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If  founded  on  the  rock  of  truth, 
If  pious  age,  and  virtuous  youth, 

Cement  the  union  here  ; 
Though  death  may  break  the  firmest  ties, 
Yet  fond  affection  never  dies, 

In  memory  ever  dear. 


And  when  the  spirit  free'd  from  earth, 
Rejoices  in  the  Heav'nly  birth, 

To  life,  to  love  divine ; 
What  joy,  what  bliss,  e'en  then  to  meet, 
And  hold  eternal  converse  sweet, 

With  those  belov'd  thro'  Time  ? 


THE  TWINS. 


With  sportive  hand,  and  playful  smile, 
The  rose-bud  garland  twine  ; 

And  mingled  with  the  moss  and  leaves, 
Let  spotless  lilies  shine. 


With  noiseless  touch,  then  gently  bind 
The  fresh  and  fragrant  wreath ; 

Where  wrapt  in  balmy  slumbers  rest ; 
Soft  the  twin  babies  breathe. 
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But  ah !  affections  glist'ning  eye 
Drops  the  unheeded  tear  ; 

Moistens  the  smiling  cheek,  and  wakes 
The  precious  boy  so  dear. 


Light  o'er  the  darling  sister-babe, 
His  little  arm  is  thrown ; 

And  soon  beneath  the  fringed  lid, 
Her  bright  dark  eye  is  shewn. 


Thus  to  the  little  nestling  doves, 
In  plumage  soft  and  fair ; 

The  parent-bird  in  rapid  flight, 
Returns  with  fondest  care. 


The  tiny  heads  in  sleep  repos'd, 
Beneath  the  downy  wings, 

Wake  at  the  instant  to  receive 
The  tenderness  she  brings. 
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Infants  belov'd !  may  gracious  Heav'n, 

Watch  o'er  with  guardian  care ; 
And  bless  with  all  that's  fair  and  good, 

The  pretty  pigeon  pair. 


Oh  I  if  preserved,  may  virtue  guide 
Their  ev'ry  step  on  earth  ; 

That  they  may  still  in  bliss  unite 
In  one  eternal  birth. 


HYMN  ON  THE  SPRING. 


The  bright'ning  sun,  no  more  with  rays  oblique, 
From  lessen'd  arch,  with  coldness  views  the  earth ; 
His  glorious  beams,    with    darkness,    clouds  and 

storms, 

No  more  conceals ;  but  rising  on  his  throne, 
Again  extends  his  golden  scpetre  forth ; 
And  with  a  smile  re-animates  a  world ! 
Rejoice  my  spirit  with  returning  spring, 
And  raise,  oh,  raise  on  high  the  hymn  of  praise, 
Raise  the  adoring  hymn  ;  pour  forth  thy  joy 
Before  the  throne  of  God  Omnipotent ! 
Angels,  and  arch-angels  there,  His  glory 
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High  procluiin !  there  the  spirits  of  the  blest, 

For  ever  sing  His  praise  !  may  mortal  voice 

Presume  to  blend  with  Seraphs  holy  strains  ? 

Or  feeble  praises  from  a  child  of  dust, 

Be  heard  where  Hallelujahs  ceaseless  rise, 

And  fill  with  harmony  the  courts  of  Heav'n  ? 

With  slow  and  falt'ring  accents  I  adore, 

Yet  peace  pervades  my  spirit ;  that  mercy 

Calms  its  throbbing  fears,  which  stills  the  tempest's 

Furious  rage,  and  lulls  the  roaring  surge 

Of  the  dark  heaving  ocean  into  rest. 

Unnumber'd  bright,  perhaps  unsullied  worlds, 
Roll  through  ethereal  space  ;  and  own  the  pow'r 
Of  their  eternal  Lord !  yet  He  vouchsafes 
To  deck  the  earth  with  variegated  charms, 
And  cheers  the  hearts  of  Adam's  fallen  race 
With  solar  glow,  and  renovating  spring, 
His  gracious  power,  now  stern  winter's  chain 
Unclasps,  and  bids  reviving  nature  rise 
From  her  long  sleep  of  death  and  icy  tomb ; 
Fragrance  around  her  wafts,  gives  youthful  bloom, 
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And  paints  with  rays  of  heav'nly  light,  her  robes 

Of  changing  hues  and  many  colour'd  dyes. 

Lost  in  the  theme  delightful  and  sublime, 

My  soul  forgets  her  pow'rs,  confin'd  and  weak, 

And  for  a  moment  elevated,  soars 

On  bright  devotion's  eagle  wing  to  Heav'n ; 

But  soon  exhausted  with  the  transient  flight, 

The  drooping  spirit  sinks  again  to  earth, 

And  feebly  flutters  in  that  mortal  dust, 

From  which  it  wish'd,  and  vainly  tried  to  rise. 

Fain  would  I  sing  the  praise  of  God  most  High ! 

Oh !  that  I  could  but  glorify  His  Name  ! 

'Tis  vain — my  lips  are  silent,  mute  my  tongu 

Yet  tears  of  grateful  adoration  flow. 

God  has  been  pleas'd  in  mercy  to  reveal, 

That  even  I  can  praise  Him  ;  if  language 

Aid  me  not,  if  mental  powers  desert ; 

My  future  life  may  be  an  humble  hymn, 

My  will  to  Heaven's  entirely  resign'd  ; 

And  if  I  may  not  sing,  I  can  obey. 

Cease  then  thy  wishes,  vain  aspiring  soul, 

Let  nature  teach  thee  to  improve  thyself, 
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And  go  thy  way  rejoicing  in  thy  God ! 

Gaze  on  the  clear  and  azure  sky  serene, 

And  let  Hope  animate  thy  onward  path. 

The  flocks  invite  thee  to  their  pastures  green, 

Be  gentle  as  the  fleecy  mothers  mild, 

And  as  their  young  be  innocently  gay  ; 

But  yet  take  heed,  that  e'en  in  secret  thought 

Thou  wand'rest  not  from  the  great  Shepherd's  fold : 

Thy  Faith,  thy  Hope,  rest  on  the  Lamb  of  God ! 

Whose  sacred  life  was  giv'n  for  sinful  man. 

Yet  think  not  thou  may'st  idly  gaze  on  Heav'n ; 

Thou  hast  a  part  assign'd  thee  to  fulfil ! 

And  canst  perform  it,  yet  art  free  to  choose 

The  way  that  leads  to  bliss  or  endless  woe. 

Oh !  ne'er  forget  that  on  thyself  depends 

That  awful  choice,  thy  works  must  prove  thy  faith 

In  Him  who  is  the  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life, 

To  those  who  do,  as  well  as  hear  His  word. 

Behold  the  emblems  of  the  vernal  year ! 

The  genial  show'rs  relax  the  frozen  ground, 

The  breeze  brings  health  and  cheering  on  its  wing ; 
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Thus  will  th'  Eternal  Spirit  loose  the  bands 
Of  sin,  for  those  who  humbly  seek  His  aid, 
And  bring  to  the  repenting  heart  his  joy 
And  holy  peace,  beyond  all  earthly  balm. 

The  pure,  effulgent,  glory  of  the  Lord 

Shines  forth  resplendent  in  Creation's  works, 

His  perfect  wisdom  in  His  providence ! 

But  mortal  tongue  essays  in  vain  to  speak 

The  wonders  of  His  all  redeeming  love  ! 

While  thy  delighted  ear  attentive  bends, 

And  listens  to  the  warbling  feather'd  choir  ; 

Tranquil  confide  in  Him  who  ne'er  forgets 

The  least,  and  humblest  tenants  of  the  grove  ; 

He  feeds,  He  shelters,  and  He  blesses  them. 

Coroding,  anxious  cares,  far  hence — away  ! 

First  seek  His  righteousness,  and  thou  wilt  find 

That  He  will  give  and  bless  thee  more  than  these. 

The  parent  bird  collects  her  timid  brood, 

And  o'er  them  spreads  her  fondly  shelt'ring  plumes. 

Of  Zion  thou  a  child  may'st  ever  be : 

And  if  thou  wilt,  may'st  dwell  beneath  the  wings 

Of  love  secure,  protecting  and  divine. 
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The  thick'ning  foliage  of  the  forest  trees  ; 
The  flow'ry  blossoms  fair ;  the  waving  shrub ; 
The  hedge-rows  scatt'ring  perfumes  thro'  the  air  ; 
Lead  thee  not  more  to  admire,  than  reflect. 
Each  precious  moment,  like  each  leafy  bud 
Has  its  appointed  use,  let  them  not  pass 
Unheeded  by,  nor  waste  in  vain  pursuits, 
That  time  which  never  can  to  thee  return ; 
Though  Spring  will  oft  re- visit  earth  again. 
Thus  read  sweet  nature's  pure  instructive  page, 
'Tis  simple,  yet  sublime,  minute,  yet  grand, 
Changeless,  yet  ever  new  in  rich  delight, 
To  those  who  love  to  meditate  therein. 

If  churlish  blasts,  with  sleeting  snow  and  hail, 
And  blighting  frosts,  hard  winter's  ruthless  pow'rs, 
Invade  the  months  of  loveliness  and  joy, 
And  leave  the  op'ning  year  to  mourn  its  bloom, 
Beware  thou  murmur'st  not — thy  bloom,  thy  health 
May  fade  and  fail ;  thy  fev'rish  languid  frame, 
Vainly  may  seek  for  rest  from  stern  disease ; 
Thy  days  be  past  in  suff'ring,  and  thy  nights 
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In  sleepless  anguish,  or  strange  dreams  perplex'd  ; 

Resign  thyself  with  patience  to  thy  God ; 

And  hours  of  darkness,  solitude  and  pain, 

May  be  more  blest  to  thee  than  brighter  scenes ; 

Obscuring  clouds  may  sometimes  gather  o'er, 

And  change  the  cheerful  prospect  into  gloom  ; 

Fair  hope  may  meet  thee  smiling,  yet  deceive 

With  promise  vain  of  health  or  added  good  ; 

Oh !  ne'er  let  sorrows  keenly   piercing  dart, 

Whether  it  lightly  fall,  or  deeply  wound, 

Be  a  vain  messenger  of  woe  to  thee ! 

The  hand  from  whence  it  comes,  inflicts  it  not 

But  for  thy  real  good ;  God's  pow'r  can  change 

Sad  grief  or  pain  to  joy  ;  or  better  still, 

Enable  thee  to  bear  it  as  thou  ought'st, 

And  bless  and  comfort  thee  whene'er  thou  mourn'st 

With  humble  acquiescence  in  His  will  ! 

If  troubled  skies  then  cloud  the  brilliant  scene, 

And  desolate  the  fairy  land  of  Spring ; 

If  blighting  sickness  or  misfortune's  gloom, 

Depress  thy  spirits  and  bow  down  thy  frame, 

Adore  the  wisdom  infinite,  divine, 
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That  humbles  thee  and  nature's  youthful  prime  ; 
Repine  not  at  the  mild  or  just  reproof, 
Bless  thy  Almighty  Father's  chast'ning  hand, 
And  praise  His  Holy  Name  in  all  He  gives, 
In  all  He  takes  away,  or  still  withholds. 

Earth's  loveliest  charms  are  fleeting  at  the  best ; 
Thou  but  a  pilgrim  through  its  varied  scenes  ; 
Spring  reigns  eternal  round  thy  home  of  bliss  ; 
Thou  shalt  not  hope  in  vain — celestial  joy, 
Redeeming  love,  await  thee  ever  there, 
Where  songs  of  time  in  Hallelujahs  end ! 
Rejoice  my  Spirit  in  the  storms  of  life, 
As  in  the  smiles  of  Spring — and  raise,  oh !  raise, 
A  hymn  to  thy  Creator  and  thy  God ! 
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Creation  now  beneath  the  zenith  blaze, 

And  full  meridian  splendour  of  the  skies, 

Almost  in  its  primeval  loveliness, 

And  unfallen  glory  meets  th'  enraptur'd  eye ! 

Arise  immortal  spirit,  and  rejoice 

In  its  Eternal  Maker,  and  thine  own ! 

Nature  in  rich  luxuriance  arrayed, 

Invites  thy  praises  to  respond  with  her's, 

Rekindles  pure  devotion's  sacred  flame, 

And  bids  thy  voice  ascend  on  high  to  Heav'n, 

In  glad  Hosanna's  to  Jehovah's  Name ! 
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From  ev'ry  vale  her  accents  sweet  are  heard, 

While  thousand  echoes  from  the  mountains  blue, 

And  verdant  hills,  th'  enchanting  sounds  repeat. 

Away  ye  anxious  fears,  ye  trembling  hopes, 

Ye  vain  pursuits  of  life,  fond  beating  heart, 

Awhile  thee  rest ;  thy  selfish  joys  forget, 

Thine  individual  griefs,  and  cheerful  make 

The  universal  blessings,  all  thine  own. 

Cans't  thou  in  silence  gaze,  nor  e'er  attempt 

To  pay  the  tribute  of  thy  grateful  praise ; 

When  e'en  the  very  stones  and  rugged  rocks 

Offer  up  incense  from  the  wildest  flow'rs, 

That  with  their  mantling  moss  and  lichens  bloom  ? 

Is  there  no  chord  of  sympathy  that  thrills 

Within  thy  breast ;  when  all  around  thee  smiles 

In  beauty  pure,  and  breathes  sweet  harmony  ? 

Perhaps  thy  dazzled  eye,  bewilder'd  strays, 

And  knows  not  where  to  pause — thy  mind  despairs 

Its  crowding  thoughts  in  order  to  arrange, 

And  lost  in  the  magnificent  display 

Of  goodness  infinite,  distrusts  its  pow'rs 

To  comprehend  the  height  and  depth  profound  ; 

Turn  to  the  Sacred  volume's  holy  page 
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Where  Inspiration  to  the  lowly  mind, 
Unfolds  that  science  which  alone  can  raise 
To  immortality ! — sublimest  truths 
From  simplest  propositions  tracing  clear, 
And  leading  by  its  parables  divine, 
In  the  Creator's  works  to  find  Himself ! 

When  glory's  orb  salutes  the  dewy  morn, 
Edging  with  orient  gold  the  rosy  clouds ; 
Or  from  the  western  skies  with  parting  rays, 
Lengthens  the  shadows  of  fair  even-tide, 
Smiling  serene  ;  contemplate  and  rejoice ! 
The  "  Sun  of  Righteousness"  has  ris'n  above 
Thy  clear  horizon,  and  will  never  set ; 
The  eastern  star  shines  o'er  thy  native  isle 
With  cloudless  beams — When  night's  dark  canopy 
O'erhangs  the  sleeping  earth  with  sable  folds, 
And  suns  of  unseen  worlds  withdraw  the  veil 
That  hides  their  radiance  in  the  blaze  of  day. 
When  earth's  blest  luminary  sheds  her  light 
But  half-revealing,  o'er  the  silent  scene ; 
And  adds  sublimity  to  beauty's  grace  ; 
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Then  let  thy  ev'ning  sacrifice  of  prayer 
Ascend  through  Him  who  sits  enthron'd  on  hi^li 
Above  these  starry  heavens ;  yet  had  not  where 
On  earth,  to  lay  His  Sacred  head  to  rest. 

Be  not  dismay'd  when  vivid  light'nings  flash 

And  awful  thunders  roll  in  lurid  air ; 

"  Prepare  to  meet  thy  God"  in  that  dread  day, 

When  elements  shall  melt  with  fervent  heat, 

And  deep  terrific  thunders  shake  the  spheres  ; 

Yet  tranquil  rest,  and  raise  thy  silent  hymn 

Amidst  the  pealing  anthems  of  the  clouds  ! 

The  storm  is  past — the  smiles  of  summer  blend 

With  all  the  pearly  tears,  the  promis'd  sign 

From  God,  rears  its  majestic  arch  on  high, 

In  variegated  glory — When  thy  heart 

Oppress'd  with  sins  remember'd,  duties  past 

Unheeded  by,  at  best  but  ill  fulfilPd, 

In  sadness  sinks  beneath  the  heavy  gloom 

Of  self-accusing  guilt — then  raise  thine  eyes 

To  Him  who  "  knew  no  sin'* — yet  bore  thy  griefs, 

And  carried  all  thy  sorrows  on  the  Cross ; 
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So  will  His  sacred  legacy  of  "  Peace," 
Fill  thy  desponding  soul  with  holy  joy, 
The  rainbow  of  the  covenant  of  grace 
Will  then  encircle  o'er  thy  drooping  head, 


Thy  path  now  leads  thro'  fields  of  waving  grass  ; 

The  verdant  harvest  to  the  mowing  scythe 

Yields  its  light,  fragile  flow'r. — The  scene  is  gay. 

Open  thy  mind  to  pleasures  innocent 

And  sweet  as  these,  but  check  the  latent  wish 

For  wealth  or  pow'r,  lest  thou  too  also  fade 

And  perish  in  prosperity's  warm  sun. 

The  garden's  gay  profusion  meets  thine  eye, 

A  thousand  nameless  perfumes  charm  thy  sense ; 

Cans't  thou  forget  who  clothes  the  painted  flow'r 

In  all  its  glory,  will  provide  for  thee  ? 

Look  on  the  beauties  of  the  blushing  rose, 

And  if  thou  hast  been  ever  vain,  blush  too ! 

When  in  the  sultry  noon,  the  forest  glades 

And  flowing  streams  refresh  thy  aching  sight, 
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Then  seek  the  shade  of  Jesse's  sacred  Branch, 
Thirst  for  those  living  waters  which  require 
No  wealth  of  thine  to  purchase,  but  obey 
His  word,  who  bids  thee  come  and  freely  drink. 
A  solemn  stillness  now  prevails  around, 
And  seems  to  leave  me  with  my  God  alone  ; 
Oh  may  His  goodness  infinite  forgive, 
That  I  so  oft  have  wander'd  thro'  these  works 
And  operations  of  His  mighty  hand, 
Regardless  and  absorb'd  in  selfish  thought. 
But  not  in  this  alone — through  all  the  past, 
I  tremble  at  mine  own  unworthiness, 
And  the  glad  song  of  praise,  spontaneous  turns 
To  self-abasing,  and  repentant  prayer — 
Thus  from  the  noblest  boon  on  man  bestow'd, 
The  privilege  to  offer  pray'r  and  praise, 
With  free  access  to  the  Almighty's  throne  ; 
To  life's  minutest  scenes  of  weal  or  woe, 
All,  all  is  like  the  mingled  lights  and  shades, 
Chequ'ring  the  earth  in  sun  illumined  groves  ; 
Guide  me  Eternal  God !  thro'  mazy  wilds 
Of  time  aright,  as  through  the  wilderness 
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Trackless  and  vast,  thou  led'st  thy  chosen  race. 
And  in  the  transient  trials  of  my  path, 
And  countless  blessings,  I  will  hallow  thee ! 
Life  passes  on  serenely,   if  not  gay, 
When  the  firm-trusting  mind  is  stay'd  on  Thee ; 
And  the  fix'd  soul,  rejoicing  in  that  peace 
The  world  can  neither  give  nor  take  away ; 
As  night's  melodious  bird,  pours  forth  its  strains 
Of  pious  love  when  darkest  shades  are  round ; 
And  in  the  day  spring  of  its  joy  ascends, 
Like  thrilling  lark  to  hail  the  orient  sun, 
And  feels  each  precious  gift  is  doubly  blest, 
While  it  adores  the  Giver  most  divine  ! 

Oh !  till  the  throbbing  pulse  of  life  shall  cease, 
And  my  weak,  earthly  frame  return  to  dust, 
From  whence  it  sprung — humbly  I  will  advance, 
Thy  praise  O  Lord,  I  will  rejoice  in  Thee ! 
When  thou  art  pleas'd  my  pilgrimage  to  end, 
And  guide  my  falt'ring  footsteps  thro*  the  gloom 
Of  death's  dark  shaded  valley,  to  the  shores 
Of  the  deep,  awful  separating  stream; 
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May  holy  Angels  bear  my  spirit  freed, 
Through  parting  waters  to  the  promis'd  land, 
Where  thou  Jehovah,  Lord  in  Glory  dwelPst 
Between  th'  adoring  Cherubims  on  High. 
There  may  obedience  sinless  be  my  lot ! 
This,  this  will  be  unutterable  bliss, 
If  last  and  least  of  Zion's  children  blest. 

Here  like  an  exile  in  a  foreign  land, 
I  sing  thy  songs  with  slow  and  trembling  voice ; 
There,  in  Jerusalem's  high  temple's  courts, 
May  I  with  added  pow'rs  advance  Thy  praise, 
There  may  I  rejoice  in  Thee  for  ever ! 
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Autumn !  I  hail  thee  with  a  serious  joy ; 
To  me  indeed  thou  may'st  be  aptly  call'd 
The  season  of  reflection !  To  mine  ear 
Thy  voice  is  more  enchanting  than  fair  Spring's 
Inspiring  chorus  of  harmonious  lays ; 
Than  gayest  Summer's  richest  melody. 
With  pensive  pleasure  oft  my  musing  soul 
Vibrates  responsive  to  thy  soothing  strains ; 
But  now  my  skilless  hand  attempts  to  strike 
Wild  chords  of  praise  in  unison  with  thee. 
Yet  ah !  no  fabled  or  celestial  muse 
Descends  to  aid  and  grace  my  tuneless  song. 


HYMN    <)\    Till      \l  TUMN.  f>7 

Autumn!  thine  own  lovM  l»ird  of  russet  hue 
And  crimson  breast,  taught  me  the  timid  notes 
Of  gratitude,  and  confidence,  and  love. 
Humble  indeed  my  store  of  mental  wealth— r 
No  jewels  rare,  no  precious  gems  are  mine, 
That  dazzle  and  delight  the  admiring  eye, 
And  radiate  pure  and  powerful  light  aroused, 
Yet  will  I  not  repine,  but  calm  rejoice. 
Wild  passions  ne'er  invade  my  peaceful  heart, 
Where  jealous  envy  finds  no  resting  place, 
And  pride  too  homely  fare  to  tarry  long. 
Adore  then,  O,  my  soul  and  praise  thy  God, 
That  He  was  pleas'd  to  make  thee  what  thou  art. 
Use  well  the  "  talents"  giv'n  to  thy  care, 
Though  lowly  be  the  sphere  in  which  thou  mov'st, 
Nor  ask,  nor  wish  for  more  than  Heav'n  bestows, 
In  ought  on  earth,  but  wisdom  from  above. 
Oh !  let  thy  grateful  hymns  unceasing  rise 
To  the  Eternal  spring  and  source  divine, 
Of  peace,  and  joy,  and  universal  good. 

Gentle,  yet  deep,  now  fall  the  heavenly  streams, 
Rolling  with  copious  tides  thro*  fertile  plains, 
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To  bless  the  care  and  industry  of  man  ; 
Bearing  on  sparkling  waves  the  laden  barks 
Of  Autumn's  wealth,  (while  pleasure's  silken  sails 
Are  all  unfurl'd,)  light  bounding  o'er  the  flood, 
To  bring  her  gay  tho'  simple  harvest  home. 
Amidst  the  busy  scene  in  whispers  low, 
Sweet  contemplation's  solemn  voice  is  heard, 
And  with  a  thoughtful  brow  and  serious  smile, 
Invites  her  ever-willing  vot'ry  near. 
Behold  the  boundless  goodness  of  thy  God ! 
Rejoice !  adore  !  and  imitate  with  care. 
Let  mercy  fill  thine  heart  with  love  benign, 
That  heart  where  envy  ent'reth  not,  thou  say'st, 
Where  pride  is  but  a  passing  stranger  guest ; 
If  here  thou  art  not  fatally  deceiv'd, 
The  Heav'nly  form  of  Charity  draws  near, 
She  lingers  yet — but  patiently  endure  ; 
Salute  her  with  rejoicing  hope,  that  she 
Will  never  fail  thee. — Live  not  for  thyself — 
Thine  own  felicity  in  others  seek — 
In  seeming  trifles,  much  of  happiness 
Consists,  and  each  in  these  has  pow'r  to  bless 
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The  dear  domestic  home — by  gentle  love 

That  is  not  easily  provoked — kindness 

That  suffers  long,  and  uncomplaining  bears 

The  little  failings  which  it  tries  to  hide, 

And  trusts  confiding  in  affection's  truth. 

Sweet  courtesy  be  ever  on  thy  lips ; 

Believe  the  good  thou  hear'st,  no  evil  think, 

Or  speak  ;  rather  lament  in  silence  sad 

The  sinful  follies  of  thine  erring  race. 

Raise  the  desponding  mourner's  drooping  head  ; 

Soothe  the  languid  suff'rer — the  ignorant 

Instruct — commend  to  heav'n  the  miseries 

God  can  only  relieve — and  let  thy  prayer 

Ascend  for  those  who  pray  not  for  themselves. 

Be  deaf  to  Luxury's  repeated  calls ; 

Let  vanity  solicit  thee  in  vain, 

If  thou  hast  little  they  will  make  it  less — 

If  much,  oh !  then  beware  how  great  the  charge 

Thy  Lord  has  giv'n,  and  be  his  steward  just 

And  firm,  whose  high  decree  has  pass'd, 

"  The  poor  shall  never  cease  out  of  thy  land." 
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The  sun  with  glowing  radiance  beams  around, 

The  richly  varied  tints  of  Autumn's  woods, 

So  beauteous  in  decline  attract  thy  sight, 

In  admiration  fix'd — their  fading  charms 

Almost  exceed  their  pristine  loveliness, 

Or  claim  a  deeper  int'rest  in  the  heart, 

That  more  than  compensates  for  gayer  bloom  ; 

Yon  humbler  trees  beneath  their  golden  fruits 

Are  bending,  more  valued  if  admir'd  less, 

Than  the  sweet  vernal  blossoms  late  so  fair. 

Affection's  glowing  warmth  and  beaming  eye 

Shall  gild  thy  happy  tho'  declining  years, 

And  friendship  more  shall  prize  thy  changeless  love, 

And  seek  thy  esteem — if  virtues  fruits 

Of  noblest  worth  crown  thy  Autumnal  life. 

What  falls  before  thee  in  thy  musing  path  ? 
5Tis  but  a  withered  leaf ! — and  now  again 
Another  rustles  thro'  the  foliage  green, 
Of  which  it  form'd  a  living  part  so  long, 
It  drops  beneath  thy  feet — and  is  no  more ! 
Pass  not  the  frequent  emblem  heedless  by ; 
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The  lov'd,  the  gay,  the  aged,  and  the  young, 
Wither  alike  and  sink  into  the  grave  ; 
The  mourners  daily  go  about  the  streets, 
Because  man  passeth  to  his  last,  long  home. 
Perhaps  thy  leaf  may  be  the  next  detach'd 
From  the  full  bough  of  life ! — weep  if  thou  wilt 
Over  the  silent  mansions  of  the  dead, 
For  even  sacred  tears  have  falPn  there ! 
But  on  the  shrouding  turf  which  covers  now 
What  once  was  so  belov'd,  no  longer  bend 
Thy  streaming  eyes,  nor  mournful  meditate, 
As  one  to  whom  no  soothing  hope  is  giv'n, 
On  all  that  time  has  taken  from  thy  view ; 
To  what  thou  must  thyself  so  soon  return  ; 
Oh !  rather  turn  thy  sight  and  saddened  thoughts, 
From  the  frail  emblems  of  the  fleeting  world, 
To  those  of  Life  Eternal. — The  harvest 
Waving  its  rich  luxuriance  in  the  breeze, 
Invites  to  meditation  most  sublime. 
How  few  revolving  moons  have  pass'd  away, 
Since  with  reflecting  pleasure  thou  did'st  watch 
The  lifeless  seed  committed  to  the  ground — 


72  HYMN  ON  THE  AUTUMN. 

The  corn  is  ripe — the  full  and  bursting  ear 

Awaits  the  reaper's  sickle — now  with  joy 

He  binds  the  golden  sheaves — but  leaves  the  weeds 

Of  noxious  growth  to  perish  and  decay. 

Consigned  with  holy  rites  and  pious  cares 

To  earth's  dark  bed,  thy  weak  terrestrial  frame 

Must  moulder  back  into  its  native  dust. 

Fear  not  the  long  undreaming  sleep  of  death, 

But  lay  thee  down  beneath  the  Sacred  Cross 

And  peaceful  take  thy  rest  in  calm  repose. 

Let  no  funeral  pomp  or  cypress  gloom 

Dismay  thy  parting  soul — be  firm  thy  Faith, 

Thy  dry  and  scatter'd  bones  shall  live  again ; 

Thy  earthy  shall  to  incorruption  change, 

And  ripen  for  the  harvest  of  thy  God ! 

Hark !  the  last  awful  trumpet  waxeth  loud, 

Th'  Angelic  hosts  assemble — the  Lord 

In  glory  high  descends — the  tombs  are  rent, 

The  stones  are  rolPd  away — the  countless  graves 

Are  all  unseal'd — the  great  Messiah's  voice 

Divine,  bids  once  again  the  dead  "  Come  forth  I" 
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Awake,  awake  ye  bless'd  who  died  in  Him, 

Awake  to  Life — to  Bliss  for  evermore ! 

Sing  everlasting  songs  of  joy,  and  praise 

His  Holy  Name,  who  drew  the  sting  from  death, 

And  triumph'd  as  a  victor  o'er  the  Grave ! 
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Nature  shrinks  back  with  icy  fear  benumb'd, 
As  Winter's  awful  form  appears  in  view ; 
Blanch'd  is  her  rosy  cheek,  her  beaming  eye 
Is  fixed,  her  stiffen'd  limbs  are  motionless ; 
Her  beauty  fades,  she  droops,  she  dies  away, 
And  earth  receives  her  once  again  to  rest. 
Majestic  Winter  slowly  passes  on 
With  stern,  relentless  gaze — his  lofty  brow 
Encircl'd  with  a  bright  and  dazzling  crown* 
Binding  around  his  scatter'd  locks  of  snow ; 
His  features  rugged,  yet  sublime  and  grand, 
Relax  not  even  with  a  transient  smile, 
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Unless  a  sun-beam  strike  his  hanlen'd  breast; 
Then  his  cold  flinty  heart  a  moment  melts, 
And  slowly  throbs  the  stagnant  puke  of  life  ; 
His  bare  gigantic  arm  upholds  on  high 
His  iron  sceptre  ;  his  chrystal  pennons 
Drooping  hang  around — nor  float  transparent, 
Tho'  the  blast  be  chill ;  in  his  hard-clench'd  hand 
He  firmly  grasps  the  adamantine  chains, 
With  which  he  roughly  binds  th'  unwilling  earth, 
And  drags  and  turns  her  from  the  glorious  sun. 
His  sinewy  and  tremendous  form  is  wrapt 
In  robes  of  gloomiest  hue,  with  brilliant  zone; 
His  mantle  of  thick  clouds,  waves  darkly  high, 
Amidst  the  gathering  blackness  of  the  storm. 
Beneath  his  footseps  freezing,  the  rivers 
Cease  to  flow ;  by  his  resistless  pow'r  touch'd 
The  mirror'd  lake  is  dim,  the  murmuring  brook 
Is  hush'd  and  still,  the  fountains  play  no  more. 
All,  all  is  changM — but  not  by  fabled  pow'r. 
While  time  endures,  th'  Eternal  law  has  pass'd, 
That  the  revolving  seasons  ne'er  shall  fail ; 
And  still  unchaug'd  my  heart  shall  sinjr  of  Thee; 
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Almighty  Pow'r  supreme !  whose  mercy  beams 

Ethereal  bright  thro'  judgments  most  severe. 

When  man  for  sin  was  doom'd  to  leave  his  home, 

His  paradise  of  bliss,  and  the  fair  earth 

Was  cursed  for  his  sake — his  industry 

Thou  didst  appoint  should  be  the  means  that  curse 

To  mitigate — and  still  hast  ever  blest 

The  labours  of  his  hands  with  bounteous  store  ; 

The  Summer  yielding  all  the  Winter  needs, 

Changing  e'en  evil  thus  to  constant  good. 

For  if  his  heart's  imagination  free 

And  uncontroul'd,  had  wander'd  up  and  down, 

In  listless  idleness — more  dreadiul  views, 

Of  misery  and  guilt  would  this  poor  world 

Have  seen,  which  Thou  Almighty  !   did'st  declare, 

E'en  in  Thy  sight  divine  was  "  very  good." 

Ah  !  how  defac'd  from  what  it  sprung  from  Thee ! 

Again,  when  Adam's  lost,  degenerate  race, 

Call'd  forth  Thy  vengeance  terrible  and  just ; 

When  the  great  fountains  of  the  nether  deep, 

Were  broken  up  and  Heav'ns  windows  vast, 

Thra' the  rent  skies  th'  overwhelming  deluge  pour'd, 
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Sweeping  in  one  wide'  denial  inn 

All  living  from  the  surface  of  the  earth  ; 

The  righteous  man  found  favour  in  his  sight  — 

The  ark  was  built  —  and  on  the  billows  rode 

Tremendous,  and  most  awfully  sublime, 

Of  that  great  shoreless  ocean  rais'd  by  Thee. 

While  darkness  o'er  the  firmament  prevail'd, 

And  universal  death  in  triumph  reign'd. 

Soon  beam'd  the  day-spring  from  the  orient  heav'n, 

Again  the  dove  of  peace  found  rest  on  earth  ; 

Above  the  wave  the  olive  branch  was  seen  ; 

The  painted  rain-bow  in  the  cloud  was  set, 

And  the  blest  seasons  promis'd  to  mankind. 

When  their  presuming  arrogance  resolv'd 
To  rear  the  stately  fabric  up  to  Heav'n. 
Thy  justice  soon  chastis'd  the  vain  offence, 
And  scatter'd  the  proud  builders  o'er  the  world, 
As  strangers  even  to  each  other's  speech. 
Yet  mercy's  light  still  in  the  distance  rose  j 
The  human  race  dispersed  in  every  clime, 
The  varied  products  of  the  earth  onjoy'd  ; 
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Nations  distinct  were  form'd,  and  still  to  each 

Was  love  of  native  soil  and  country  giv'n. 

While  soon  to  foreign  shores  were  wafted  o'er, 

Fresh  blessings  and  delights  from  distant  lands ; 

And  not  alone  to  gratify  the  sense, 

New  arts  and  sciences  were  thus  disclosed 

To  charm  and  occupy  the  mental  pow'rs. 

Languages  too  were  written  and  imparted, 

Op'ning  a  field  of  knowledge  vast  and  fair, 

For  intellect  to  culture  and  adorn  : 

But  not  to  nourish  or  to  shelter  pride — 

For  as  man  labours  at  the  pleasing  toil, 

Reflection  just  should  bid  him  oft  beware 

That  all  these  rich  exotics  spring  from  seeds 

Original,  of  punishment  for  sin, 

And  therefore  tend  to  humble,  not  exalt. 

Hence  for  the  Winter's  short,  and  cheerless  days, 

And  lengthen' d  hours  of  darkness  and  of  gloom, 

How  numerous  are  the  sources  of  delight, 

And  pleasures  vast  to  cultivated  minds. 

Yet  e'en  th'  inclement  season  too  has  scenes 

That  charm  the  wand'rer  thro'  their  glittering  paths, 
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Who  shrinks  not  timid  from  the  hnicinii  ,ur 
Of  the  clear  frosty  morn,  but  feels  the  l>n 
Invigorate  the  t'nmie,    ;i^  in  the  mind 
Exertion  strengthens  intellect,  the  heart 
Accustom'd  to  con tron  1  itself,  finds  pow'r 
Beyond  its  hope — the  pendant  icicle, 
And  brilliant  works  of  Frost  attract  the  eye, 
The  hand  approaches  near — and  they  are  gone. 
Like  these  the  dazzling  pleasures  of  the  world, 
Awhile  allure — then  sink  to  nothingness. 
The  foaming  torrents  wild  terrific  roar, 
The  lofty  mountain's  vast  overhanging  rocks, 
Thundering  impetuous  down  the  precipice 
Sublime  to  the  abyss  below — the  waters 
Of  the  deep,  tossing  their  waves  gigantic 
In  the  lashing  storm  of  winds,  terrific 
Though  invisible — the  whirling  snow-flakes 
Swiftly  descending  from  th'  o'er  charged  sky, 
Or  driven  onwards  by  the  northern  blast ; 
The  leafless  woods  as  if  by  magic  art 
Transformed  and  chrystaliz'd — and  above  all 
The  spangled  concave  of  th'  ethereal  vault, 
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When  earth-born  clouds  and  vapours  pass  away 
Before  the  pow'rs  of  the  freezing  north 
In  midnight's  glorious  hour,  and  leave  the  air's 
Transparent  medium,  to  transmit  the  rays 
Of  light  celestial  from  the  orbs  that  shine 
Calm  in  majestic  brightness. — These  are  scenes 
Most  fitted  to  inspire  delightful  awe, 
And  meditations  sacred  and  profound. 

Thus  is  the  passing  season  ever  blest, 
To  those  who  seek  not  in  this  lower  world 
Their  chiefest  good — yet  gratefully  enjoy 
The  blessings  sent  to  cheer  their  pilgrimage ; 
Look  on  the  brightest  side,  and  find  some  good 
In  all  time's  changing  scenes,  and  varied  years. 
O,  may  each  day  of  my  succeeding  life 
Advance  my  progress  in  the  narrow  way ; 
The  path  be  smooth  or  rugged,  as  to  Thee 
My  God  shall  seem  the  best — I  ask  but  this, 
Preserve  me  from  offending  in  Thy  sight, 
And  for  the  rest,  Thy  will  be  ever  done ! 
I  ask  not  even  life — unless  it  be 
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To  serve  Thee  better  than  I've  done  lx -fun -. 
But  if  thou  know'st  my  way-ward  soul  will  stray, 
And  wilful  break  Thy  laws — O,  take  me  hence ! 
Yet  if  time's  noiseless,  swiftly  passing  step, 
Should  bring  me  to  the  Winter  of  my  days ; 
Grant,  O  my  God!  that  I  may  then  be  found, 
Tranquil  though  feebly,1  walking  in  the  way 
Of  righteousness. — Then  shall  my  closing  life 
Be  cheerfully  serene — my  aged  brow, 
Be  then  encircled  with  true  Glory's  crown, 
And  my  gray  hairs  at  length  go  down  in  peace, 
And  sink  with  Faith  and  Hope  into  the  tomb  ! 


ODE  TO  SILENCE. 


Sweet  Nymph !  who  lov'st  the  twilight  hour, 
Deep  musing  in  thy  lonely  bow'r, 

Or  wild  sequester'd  glen ; 
Oh !  let  a  pilgrim  worn  intrude 
One  moment  on  thy  solitude, 

Remote  from  human  ken. 


Around  thy  calm  secluded  bow'rs, 
Expanding  wreaths  of  dewy  flow'rs, 

Exhale  their  fragrance  pure  ; 
O'er  mossy  beds  streams  limpid  glide, 
And  high  o'erarch'd  the  forest's  pride, 

Thy  blest  retreat  secure. 
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Religion  seeks  thy  quiet  cell, 
Wisdom  with  thee  delights  to  dwell, 

Sweet  peace  thy  soul  to  fill ; 
Inspired  genius  ranges  free, 
And  meditation  loves  with  thee 

To  commune  and  be  still. 


The  smiling  Empress  of  the  night, 
Slowly  ascends  her  throne  of  light, 

While  Hesperus  unveils 
Her  radiance  in  the  deep'ning  blue, 
Beauty's  bright  Queen  confest  to  view, 

And  lovely  Cynthia  hails. 


No  e'arth-born  vapours  envious  roll 
Beneath  the  vast  cerulean  pole, 

To  cloud  the  glorious  scene ; 
Hush'd  is  the  busy  hum  of  day, 
The  last  sweet  breeze  has  died  away, 

All  nature  sleeps  serene. 
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Opprest  and  wearied  with  the  noise 
Of  life's  deceitful,  empty  joys, 

Silence !  I  seek  thy  aid ; 
Thou  hast  been  ever  dear  to  me, 
Then  let  me  muse  or  stray  with  thee, 

Fair,  pensive,  pleasing  Maid. 


With  thee  111  roam  the  lone  sea-beach, 
Where  far  as  ear  or  eye  can  reach, 

Thy  pow'r  pervades  the  deep  j 
Unruffl'd  by  a  single  wave, 
The  mighty  waters  seem  to  lave 

The  head-land  bold  and  steep. 

Or  midst  the  holy  Gothic  pile, 
The  ruin'd  arch,  the  cloister'd  aisle, 

With  thee  I'll  solemn  tread ; 
Where  ages  sleep,  where  time  is  mute, 
No  echoing  sounds  of  life  dispute 

Thine  empire  o'er  the  dead. 
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Or  by  the  slumb'ring  river's  side, 
When  sportive  o'er  the  lucid  tide, 

The  silvVy  moonbeams  play, 
Through  woodland  path,  o'er  scented  heath, 
Or  in  the  cavern'd  rocks,  beneath 

The  mountain  dark  and  grey. 


Ah  me!  'tis  vain — I  may  not  wend 
With  thee — yet  Silence  still  befriend 

Thy  suppliant  weak  and  faint, 
Rest  thee  soft  nurse,  beside  my  bed, 
Reclin'd  on  thee  my  aching  head, 

Shall  breathe  no  more  complaint. 


E'en  in  the  sleepless  midnight  hour 
I  grateful  feel  thy  balmy  pow'r, 

When  all  save  me  repose ; 
'Tis  thine  to  lull  me  into  rest, 
To  soothe  my  heaving,  fervid  breast, 

My  sick'ning  eyes  to  close. 
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Let  guilty  conscience  shrink  away 
From  scenes  that  own  thy  simple  sway, 

With  terrors  wild  affright ; 
Let  folly  dread  thy  form  to  see, 
And  seek  in  gayest  revelry, 

To  shun  thy  hated  sight. 


But  whether  joys  serene  impart 
Their  cheering  influence  o'er  my  heart, 

And  health  restore  her  bloom ; 
Or  slow  consuming  sickness  wastes, 
Till  death  with  gentle  kindness  hastes 

To  bear  me  to  the  tomb ; 


111  shun  thee  never — love  thee  best, 
In  evenings  soft  grey  mantle  drest, 

Alas !  perhaps  too  well ; 
When  thy  enchantments  steal  my  soul, 
No  art  can  break,  no  pow*r  controul, 

The  sweet  bewitching  spell. 
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THE  SABBATH  BELLS. 


Solemn  yet  glad  the  note  that  echo  throws 
O'er  Albion's  isle,  with  sacred  joy  to  greet — 
It  pausing  falls — then  swells  in  cadence  sweet, 

Floats  on  the  breeze  and  down  the  streamlet  flows. 

Still  rose  the  morn  that  blesses  with  repose, 
But  now  the  snowy  cliffs,  hills,  vales  repeat 
The  summons  pure  in  holy  pray'r  to  meet, 

And  praise  His  Name  who  ev*ry  good  bestows. 

The  choral  peal  is  heard  from  tow'rs  sublime, 
Whose  base  on  tombs  of  Kings  and  Heroes  rest ; 

While  ev*ry  village  spire  and  simple  chime 
Invites  and  points  the  way  to  mansions  blest ; 

Sweet  harmony  of  rest  in  mercy  giv'n, 

The  weary  frame  to  soothe,  and  fit  the  soul  for  Heav'n. 
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SONNET  TO  * 


If  feeling  deep,  control'd  by  strength  of  Mind  ; 
If  gen'rous  trust  with  love  sincere,  exprest 
With  sacred  truth,  in  ev'ry  word  confest ; 
If  intellect  with  judgment  clear  combined, 
And  patience  sweet,  with  temper  calm  and  kind, 
Ere  drew  a  smile  from  fond  Affection's  breast, 
On  thee !  my  *  *  *  *,  it  must  always  rest. 

If  firm  contentment,  with  a  will  resigned, 
With  cheerfulness  to  meet  life's  good  or  ill ; 

A  heart  that  feels  Religion's  purest  glow, 
And  silent  aims  each  duty  to  fulfil, 

Nor  seeks  the  praise  vain  mortals  can  bestow  ; 
If  these  e'er  drew  from  Heav'n  a  smile  divine, 
On  thee  my  *  *  *  *,  it  will  ever  shine. 


THE  MIDNIGHT  LAMP. 


The  mute  and  sable  hours  are  waning  fast, 
Yet  suff'ring  still,  with  restless  aching  sight, 
I  watch  the  pale  and  flickering  lamp  of  night ; 

And  think  how  long  the  sickly  hours  will  last, 

Which  dubious  glimmerings  o'er  the  shadow  cast ; 
Ere  yet  the  expiring  flame  emits  more  bright, 
Its  quivering  radiance  of  departing  light, 

A  moment's  blaze  and  then  for  ever  past ! 

Slowly  it  wastes  away — tho'  fix'd  its  doom  : 
Ah  me !  the  lamp  of  life  like  this  may  burn 

These  throbbing  pulses,  health  and  strength  consume, 
Nor  light,  nor  life  once  fled  may  ere  return. 

Yet  be  the  spark  extinct,  e'en  from  the  tomb, 

Eternal  Light  will  chase  Death's  transient  gloom. 
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SONNET  TO  THE  WIND. 


Mysterious  agent !  whether  in  the  storm 

Thy  wild  and  thundering  voice  be  heard  with  dread, 

Heaving  the  ocean  from  its  rocky  bed, 

And  laying  waste  the  earth  with  ruthless  scorn, 

Leaving  her  shores  a  wreck,  her  fields  forlorn, 

Her  forest  fell'd,  her  bloom  and  fragrance  fled, 

And  works  of  Ages  on  the  low  dust  spread, 

Thy  force  sublime,  invisible  thy  form ; 

Or  in  the  passing  gale  art  heard  to  sigh ; 

Thine  unseen  wing  with  sportive  zephyrs  play, 

Or  in  sweet  evening's  twilight  seem  to  die 

In  pensive  solemn  silence  quite  away ; 

Thou  fill'st  my  mind  with  undefin'd  delight, 

I  hail  thee  Wind!  in  storms  or  balmy  breezes  light. 


ON  RETURNING  TO  ENGLAND. 


Fair  England !  with  a  throbbing  breast, 

I  hail  thy  lov'd,  thy  happy  shore ; 
Land  of  my  birth,  land  of  my  rest ! 

Thy  bracing  air  I  breathe  once  more, 
And  tread  the  soil  where  gen'rous  Freedom  reigns, 
And  rules  with  order  blest  thy  fertile  plains. 


Fame's  brightest  rays  encircle  round, 

The  lovely  Queen  of  Ocean's  wave  ; 
With  glory's  wreath  thy  brow  is  crown'd, 

Won  by  thy  gallant  sons  so  brave ; 
Thy  roses  with  unfading  laurel  twine ; 
Thy  banners  wave  on  high  in  ev'ry  clime. 
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Ah !  who  may  call  thee  native  isle, 
But  rises  with  Britannia's  name  ; 
And  owns  with  proud  and  conscious  smile, 

The  high  renown  which  all  proclaim  ; 
Thy  martial  deeds,  thy  naval  trophies  vast, 
In  times  victorious  records  ne'er  surpass'd. 


Thy  daughter's  heart  delighted  bounds 

To  tell  thy  glorious  annals,  more, 
Now  peace  has  lull'd  the  thund'ring  sounds, 

Which  o'er  the  surge  thy  triumph  bore ; 
Than  when  o'erflowing  with  thy  conquest  high, 
The  tide  of  joy  ebb'd  back  with  mournful  sigh. 


But  yet  thy  wide  re-echoed  fame, 

And  glory  which  to  none  may  yield  ; 
Thy  Nelson's  proud  heroic  name ; 
Arid  Waterloo's  unrival'd  field, 
Are  not  thy  only  page  in  Hist'ry  bright, 
Which  will  to  future  ages  give  delight. 
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Justice  sustains  with  equal  hand, 

Thy  royal  throne,  thy  charterM  rights; 
Benignant  mercy  oYr  thy  land, 

Extends  her  heav'nly,  mild  delights  ; 
Fair  Industry  her  happy  smile  bestows, 
And  well  earn'd  wealth  from  lib'ral  commerce  flows. 


And  high  exalted  o'er  the  rest, 

Majestic  Virtue  stands  serene ; 
If  clouds  obscure  her  towering  crest, 

She  ne'er  withdraws  her  radiant  mien  ; 
Around  her  close  a  firm,  intrepid  band, 
Who  bless  with  noble  gifts  thy  sea-girt  land. 


Yet  brighter  than  the  noon-tide  ray, 
A  Form  celestial  o'er  thee  bends, 
Whose  holy  laws  thy  people  sway, 

Whose  Grace  divine  from  Heav*n  descends 
Ah !  hallow'd  isle,  Religion's  fav'rite  rest, 
With  all  her  purest  treasures  thou  art  blest. 
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Yet  not  to  thine  own  shores  confin'd, 
Thy  Mercy,  Justice,  Freedom  fair, 
In  sacred  union  all  combin'd, 

The  hapless  Africs  are  thy  care ; 
The  Gospel  tidings  of  great  joy  to  Earth, 
Thy  voice  proclaims  to  all  of  human  birth. 


I  would  not  yield  my  right  in  thee 

For  India's  wealth,  or  Monarch's  pow'r. 
Sweet  Albion !  thou  art  still  by  me 

More  prized,  more  valu'd  ev'ry  hour  j 
Let  others  to  more  genial  climates  roam, 
Oh!  let  me  tranquil  live  and  die  at  home! 


Oh !  may  the  awful  King  of  Kings, 

Defend  thee  with  His  sovereign  care  j 
From  Him  thy  ev'ry  blessing  springs, 

My  country  so  belov'd !  so  fair ! 
My  prayer  shall  rise,  till  life  itself  shall  cease, 
For  thy  true  glory,  happiness,  and  peace ! 


ODE  TO  THE  GENIUS  OF  THE  NORTH 


Tremendous  Genius  of  the  mighty  North  ! 
Who  sleep'st  within  the  tempest  boding  cloud, 
Hanging  portentous  like  death's  sable  shroud 
O'er  the  engulphing  deep — the  sullen  wave 
Heaving  with  stifled  fury  seems  to  brave 
Thy  coming  wrath — terrific  silence  broods, 
And  darkness  spreads  o'er  thy  vast  solitudes 
Of  everlasting  snows — the  icy  rocks 
Suspending  pause — ere  yet  with  dreadful  shocks 
They  meet,  and  close  for  ever  o'er  the  brave 
And  hapless  bark,  entombed  in  Ocean's  cave. 
Mysterious  shapes  the  gloomy  skies  career, 
Omens  of  fatal  import  dire  appear  ; 
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A  moment  more !  the  howling  blast  proclaims 
Thy  slumbers  o'er,  through  all  thy  wide  domains, 
Another  lull — and  wildly  rushing  forth 
The  bursting  cloud  no  more  conceals  thee, 

Genius  of  the  North  ! 

Down,  down  thy  thundering  car  descends, 
An  awful  train  thy  course  attends, 
The  mighty  winds  of  Heaven  fly, 
Rending  the  black'ning  clouds  on  high  ; 
Its  lightning  wheels  thro'  ether  roll, 
Shaking  the  world's  extremest  pole — 
Then  plunging  in  the  furious  surges, 
It  sinks,  it  sinks — but  soon  emerges 
From  the  wide  yawning  chasm  dread, 
Atlantic's  vast  and  soundless  bed  ; 
Uptearing  from  the  coral  reef 
The  fragile  sea-weed's  waving  leaf; 
Rousing  the  monsters  of  the  deep, 
That  in  earth's  central  caverns  sleep  ; 
Tossing  the  boiling  Ocean's  foam, 
In  regions  of  mid  air  to  roam  ; 


ODE  TO  THE  GENIUS  OF  THE  NORTH.      97 

Then  sweeping  swift  the  new  world  o'er, 
Through  forest  wild  to  unknown  shore, 
Hurling  with  strong  and  ruthless  hand 
Dark  desolation  o'er  the  land. 
The  secret  pole's  magnetic  force, 
Arrests  not  thy  tremendous  course, 
But  'midst  the  Arctic's  glimmering  light, 
What  wond'rous  vision  checks  thy  flight  ? 
'Tis  Britain's  flag — by  Parry  borne, 
That  braves  defiance  to  the  storm — 
Her  seamen — great,  intrepid,  free, 
Yield  not  submissive,  e'en  to  thee — 
Above  thy  rage  their  spirits  rise, 
The  gallant  sons  of  enterprise. 
Triumphant  Genius ! — turn  aside 
And  spare,  oh !  spare  thy  Albion's  pride ! 
Thou'rt  past — her  pennon  still  waves  forth, 
And  hails  thee  Spirit  of  the  North ! 

Shaking  the  misty  isles  of  Thule, 
Dark  Scandinavia  own  thy  rule ; 
Above  the  fatal  Maelstrom  dread, 

Superb  thou  hold'st  thy  sovereign  head, 

n 
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O'er  the  tideless  wave  thou  dashest 
Fierce  with  rage  its  waters  lashest, 
Muscovia's  shores  roar  wild  affright, 
Archangel  rears  her  billows  white  ; 
Siberia's  sky  with  horror's  glooms, 
As  thou  rolFst  o'er  her  ancient  tombs, 
Nor  stay'st  thy  tempest  breathing  steeds  career, 
Till  o'er  th'  immense  Pacific's  waves,  they  proudly 
foam  and  rear. 

Encircled  then  with  dazzling,  snowy  zone, 
Thou  re-ascend' st  triumphant  to  thy  throne  ; 
Aquila  bears  thee  high  on  wings  of  light ; 
While  Cygnus  waves  her  plumes  of  brilliant  white ; 
Thy  bright  Corona  sparkling  o'er  thy  head, 
Crouching  beneath  thy  feet  thy  Ursa's  dread. 
Lyra  salutes  thee  with  celestial  strains, 
Wand'ring  harmonious  o'er  thy  starry  plains. 
Thine  own  Aurora  darts  across  the  sky, 
With  brightness  flashing  from  her  dark  blue  eye. 
The  Gods  themselves  from  heights  above  descend, 
And  in  thy  court  in  glorious  pomp  attend ; 
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Diana  leaves  her  sylvan  Mvnes  SO  fair, 
With  all  her  lovely  nymphs  attending  ran  •. 
Their  calm  and  radiant  goddess  circling  round, 
With  halo  luminous,  majestic  crown'd  ; 
Dread  Mars  unfolds  his  banner  dusky  red, 
And  'midst  thy  hosts  exalts  his  fiery  head. 
Fair  Venus  claims  the  homage  of  the  sky, 
With  beaming  loveliness,  and  sparkling  eye. 
Imperial  Jove  himself  with  brow  serene, 
And  glory  crown'd,  vouchsafes  to  grace  the  scene 
Magnificent  and  grand  —  thy  brilliant  train  ; 
And  hosts  in  thousands  scattered  o'er  the  plain  ; 
Ethereal  and  immense,  and  dazzling  bright, 
With  countless  rays  of  everlasting  light. 
Sublime  in  rest,  as  terrible  in  wrath, 
Hail  !  mighty  Spirit  of  the  Storm  !    hail, 

Genius  of  the  North  ! 
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Breathes  the  harp  a  livelier  measure 
Atuned  to  tranquil  scenes  of  pleasure, 

As  wild  it  sings, 

With  simple  strings, 
The  beamy  Genius  of  the  South  ! 
On  yon  soft  azure  cloud  descending, 
See,  see  the  lovely  spirit  bending; 

On  Zephyr's  wings, 

Thro*  light  he  springs, 
And  gently  breathes  his  rosy  mouth. 
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His  golden  locks  in  brightness  waving, 
With  magic  spell  rough  winds  enslaving, 
The  chaplets  rare 
That  wreathe  his  hair, 
Fresh  spicy  odours  sweet  exhale ; 
While  precious  gems  and  balsams  healing, 
With  juices  o'er  the  senses  stealing, 
Like  dew  drops  fair, 
Aurora's  care, 
Are  wafted  round  on  balmy  gale. 


Th'  enchanted  mantle  graceful  flowing, 
Is  joy  and  bloom  on  earth  bestowing ; 

Its  roseate  hue 

Paints  health  anew, 
With  dyes  infused  in  genial  climes ; 
See  the  benignant  spirit  smiling  ; 
The  woodland  choirs  his  ear  beguiling ; 

Where'er  he  flew, 

The  liquid  blue, 
With  diamond's  brilliance  sparkling  shines. 
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O  welcome,  welcome  Genius  roaming, 
Or  laughing  gay,  or  sweet  bemoaning  ; 

When  with  sighs 

Eolian  dies, 

Thy  plaintive  voice  like  Fancy's  dreams, 
For  thine  own  cloudless  regions  mourning ; 
Where,  golden  zones  her  robes  adorning  ; 

Fair  nature  lies, 

Whose  beauty  vies, 
With  Poesy's  luxuriant  themes. 


Ah  !  sportive  spirit  thou'rt  deriding, 
Nay,  nay,  thou  art  not  really  chiding  ; 

Yet  stern  thy  brow, 

And  rapid  now, 

Gigantic  grows  thy  sylph-like  form  ; 
Thy  hair  with  raven's  wing  is  vying  ; 
Thy  fairy  wreath  is  fading,  dying  ; 

Heavy  and  slow 

The  rain  drops  flow  ; 
Thy  dark  wing  hov'ring  broods  the  storm. 
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Clouds  roll  on  with  < -ra-li  rehoimdin'j, 
Deep  solemn  thunder  peaU  rcM.iindiug, 

Tremendous  roll 

I'Yom  pole  to  pole ; 
While  lightnings  flash  the  sultry  line, 
From  the  high  zenith  awful  glaring, 
Or  round  the  dark  horizon  flaring  ; 

The  heaven's  black  scroll 

Dismays  the  soul, 
As  wide  unfurls  thy  banner'd  sign. 


Now  th*  o'erwhelming  torrents  falling, 
Hail,  rage  and  fire  the  earth  appalling  ; 

In  those  dread  hours, 

She  owns  thy  pow'rs ; 
Prostrate  and  hush'd  beneath  thy  sway, 
Fair  nature  droops  her  eye  adoring  ; 
Ah !  soon  thou  yield'st  to  her  imploring, 

Her  lovely  bow'rs, 

Her  fav'rite  flow'rs, 
Thou  cans't  not — will  not,  sweep  away  ! 
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Swift  on  a  ray  from  Phoebus  beaming, 

Thou  dart'st  to  cheer  her  bright  eyes  streaming, 

To  soothe  her  grief, 

On  every  leaf 

Thou  hang'st  a  chain  of  clustering  pearls  ; 
Thy  transient  passions  rage  dispelling 
The  lightning's  flash,  the  thunder  quelling, 

To  terrors  brief, 

Bring'st  sweet  relief, 
Thine  arm  thro*  space  the  dark  storm  hurls. 


Thy  zenic  train  with  art  transcending, 
For  thee  the  arch  triumphal  bending, 

With  wands  of  light, 

Reflecting  bright, 
In  magic  colors  paints  the  sky. 
The  trophy  vast  in  glory  forming, 
With  every  precious  gem  adorning ; 

To  nature's  sight, 

To  give  delight, 
With  pow'r  unseen  they  raise  on  high. 
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In  sparkling  radiance  now  thou'rt  soaring  ; 
On  earth  thy  purest  treasures  pouring ; 
Smiling  serene 
Upon  the  scene, 

While  freshness  breathes  thy  rosy  mouth  ; 
Nature  in  charms  more  lovely  shining, 
For  thee  the  fairest  wreaths  entwining, 
With  garlands  green 
And  blushing  mien, 
Hails  thee  bright  Genius  of  the  South ! 
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Majestic  Genius  of  the  East ! 

Thou  rul'st  the  azure  plains, 
Dazzling  splendour  veils  thy  throne  ; 
Thou  circlest  earth  with  golden  zone  ; 
Thy  chariot  rolls  in  flames  ; 
Through  ceaseless  time, 
Through  space  sublime, 

'Midst  rapid  moving  worlds  and  suns  that  ever 
shine. 


ODE  TO  THE  GENIUS  OF  THE  EAST.  \(Y] 

Homage  be  thine  !  rise  Spirit  rise ! 

Now  from  tlf  lion/on  ores, 
A  lovely  star  ascending  bright, 
Thy  herald  blest,  bids  gloomy  Night 
Away,  far  hence  away  ! 
With  sable  train, 
The  heav'nly  plain, 

She  leaves,  and  o'er  the  earth,  slowly  resigns  her 
reign. 


Celestial  harbinger  of  joy ! 

Thy  pure  and  tranquil  light, 
Prepares  the  earth  her  songs  to  raise, 
Her  wood's  sweet  harmonist  to  praise, 
With  thrilling  gay  delight ; 
To  meet  the  beam 
That  soon  will  stream, 

From  the  clear  orient  sky,  and  thro'  the  dark  shades 
gleam. 
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Come  sweet  Aurora !  fairest,  come ! 

And  with  thy  modest  grace, 
Open  the  golden  portals  wide, 
Nor  turn  again  in  clouds  to  hide 
Thy  lovely  blushing  face  ; 
But  roses  strew 
Just  dipp'd  in  dew, 

Along  the  way  that  brings  the  Lord  of  Day  to 
view. 


He  comes !  he  comes  !  hail  monarch  hail ! 

On  wings  of  fire  sublime ; 
Thou  risest  crown' d  with  glory's  rays, 
'Midst  beams  of  light  that  seem  to  blaze  ; 
They  so  intensely  shine, 
With  robes  unroll'd, 
Like  fleece  of  gold ; 

And   mantle  waving  vast  in  many  a  radiant 
fold. 
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Sovereign  of  light  confest,  hail !  hail ! 

Thy  brilliant  throne  ascend, 
And  with  thy  gracious  smile  dispense 
Thy  blessings  varied  and  immense ; 
O'er  earth  benignly  bend, 
With  powerful  ray 
Proclaim  thy  sway, 

And  rapidly   disperse,   chill   mists  and   vapours 
grey. 


Enchanter  wave  thy  mighty  wand! 

And  deign  thy  spell  to  throw ; 
O'er  land  and  sea,  and  sky  serene, 
And  let  each  grand  and  lovely  scene 
With  magic  colors  glow. 
Blow  purest  gale ! 
Fresh  sweets  exhale 

From  flow'ry  mead  and  glen,  from  copse  and  bloom- 
ing vale. 
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Genius  benign !  hear,    oh  hear  ! 

The  chorus  rises  now, 
The  air  resounds  with  carols  gay, 
From  heath  and  woodland,  bush  and  spray, 
From  ev'ry  waving  bough  ; 
Ah!  thou'rt  beguil'd, 
For  thou  hast  smil'd, 

And  bless' d  the  warbling  choirs,  for  notes  so  sweet 
and  wild. 


Refulgent  king  !  how  bright  thy  beam, 

The  flocks  range  o'er  the  hill ; 
The  herds  thro'  fertile  pastures  stray, 
On  painted  wing  fair  insects  play ; 
The  air  gay  myriads  fill ; 
The  finny  tribe, 
Swift  dart  or  glide 

Beneath   the   sunny  flood,    or   sport   in    sparkling 
tide. 
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All  nature  hails  thee  Pow'r  belov'd  ! 

The  bees  forsake  their  hives, 
The  flowers  display  their  fairest  hue ; 
Bending  and  saturate  with  dew, 
The  glittering  grass  revives  ; 
The  forest  green 
Is  brighter  seen, 

Sparkle  the  mossy  rocks,  the  snow-wreath'd  moun- 
tains stream. 


Mighty  Genius  of  the  East ! 
E'en  erring  man  adores, 
(Where  Ganges  rolls  thro*  fairest  scenes, 
With  thousand  tributary  streams, 
The  flood  majestic  pours ;) 
Prostrate  he  lays, 
To  bless  the  rays 

That  first  on  India's  hills,    with  streaming  glory 
blaze. 
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Conceal  not  thy  offended  beams, 

Where  awful  Andes  tower, 
Though  now  thy  temples  are  no  more, 
The  fair  Peruvians  worship  o'er, 
And  lost  thy  sov'reign  power  ; 
While  mem'ry  dwells, 
The  bosom  swells 
Indignant  at  the  deeds,  the  page  of  History  tells. 


Spirit  of  fam'd  Grecia's  isle, 

Which,  Diana  bright ! 
'Tis  fabled  was  thy  place  of  birth  ; 
Sent  by  great  Jove  to  charm  the  earth, 
With  Heav'ns  resplendent  light. 
Thy  sister  fair, 
Beneath  thy  care, 
Her  silvery  sceptre  holds,  thy  glory  mild  to  share. 
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Triumphant  is  thy  zenith  course ! 

But,  ah ! — what  horrors  gloom  ! 
What  sudden  darkness  overspreads? 
Nature  annihilation  dreads, 

And  shrinks  as  from  the  tomb ; 

Now  shudd'ring  flies, 

Now  trembling  lies, 

To  deprecate  the  wrath  that  shrouds  the  cloudless 
-kies. 


Power  terrific  !  spare,  oh  spare, 

Joy !  joy ! — returns  thy  I u-aiii , 
'Twas  but  the  Queen  of  light  that  past, 
With  shades  majestic  round  her  cast, 
Not  deigning  to  be  seen. 
Still,  still  on  high 
Thy  bright  steeds  fly, 
And  Earth  again  with  transport  hails,  thee 

Genius  of  the  Sky. 
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Oh  1  let  the  song  be  soft  and  slow, 
And  gently  let  the  numbers  flow, 
The  harp  its  sweetest  chord  bestow, 

And  then  in  silence  rest ; 
The  note  harmonious  it  may  fling 
To  Echo  who  will  simply  sing, 
The  spirit  with  the  downy  wing, 

The  Spirit  of  the  West ! 
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Mild  sovereign  of  the  parting  day ! 
O'er  the  blue  wave  the  breezes  play, 
That  brightly  waft  thee  on  thy  way, 

And  fanning  cool  the  air  ; 
Descending  in  so  soft  a  show'r, 
It  hardly  wets  the  thirsty  flow'r, 
Earth  owns  thy  sweet  reviving  power, 

Genius,  benign  and  fair ! 


With  dove-like  peace  thy  features  beam, 

But  yet  so  grave  thy  lovely  mien, 

That  tho'  thou  smiPst  it  well  might  seem, 

The  smile  of  grief  resign'd  ; 
Yet  'tis  not  so,  for  thou  art  gay, 
To  see  the  rural  dance  will  stay, 
And  list  the  village  roundelay, 

That  mingles  with  the  wind. 
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Thou  leav'st  the  earth  till  Evening  fair, 
Again  descends  thy  reign  to  share, 
But  all  thy  spells  for  her  prepare, 

Enchantments  to  delight ; 
And  when  with  downcast  eye  serene, 
Slowly  appears  thy  graceful  Queen, 
Beneath  the  waving  branches  green, 

Thou  shinest  in  radiance  bright. 


Then  smiling  lead'st  thy  lovely  bride, 

In  pensive  silence  by  thy  side, 

With  tend'rest  care  her  steps  to  guide, 

And  shield  her  from  the  breeze ; 
Thro'  the  green-wood  where  Fairies  throng, 
And  oak  boughs  throw  their  shadows  long, 
To  hear  the  last  melodious  song, 

That  warbles  thro*  the  trees. 
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But  soon  the  det»p'iim«r  simile  tli.m'lt  fly, 
And  rapid  mount  with  her  on  lii-jli, 
For  now  thy  train  adorns  the  sky, 

With  splendours  most  sublime ; 
Thy  thrones  magnificent  repose, 
On  clouds  of  purple,  gold,  and 
Beneath  a  canopy  that  glows, 

With  glory  quite  divine. 


The  Fairy  bands  in  draperies  bright. 
Sweet  Evening  dress  to  charm  thy  sight, 
But  she  needs  not  the  brilliant  light, 

That  radiates  from  her  crown  ; 
The  scene  enchants,  yet  oft  o'erpowr-. 
She's  happier  still  in  moonlight  bowers, 
Bathing  in  dew  her  drooping  flowers, 

Clad  in  soft  grey  or  brown. 
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But  yet  she  loves  them  far  too  well, 
These  half  felt  wishes  e'er  to  tell, 
Besides  she  would  not  break  the  spell, 

That  gilds  her  fav'rite  scenes  ; 
With  gracious  smile  she  mounts  the  throne, 
Valued  by  her  for  thee  alone, 
Altho'  'tis  made  of  diamond  stone, 

That  magic  lustre  beams. 


But  soon  the  spell  its  length  has  run,' 
The  hour  is  past,  the  charm  is  done, 
It  vanish'd  with  the  setting  sun, 

Thy  golden  car  descends, 
And  lights  upon  a  verdant  hill, 
Illumin'd  with  thy  glory  still, 
Eve's  balmy  eyes  with  tear-drops  fill, 

As  pleas'd  o'er  Earth  she  bends. 
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And  80011  o'er  every  lovely  view, 
She  throws  her  veil  of  soft  iM  line, 
Blending  the  brightest  green  and  blue, 

With  varied  tints  less  gay  ; 
While  in  the  Zenith  faint  appear, 
The  fairest  orbs  that  grace  the  sphere, 
And  in  th'  horizon  calm  and  clear, 

Quick,  harmless  lightnings  play. 


With  thee  she  seeks  th'  enchanting  vale, 
Where  rippling  in  the  gentlest  gale, 
That  swells  the  fishers  little  sail, 

The  glassy  lake  expands  ; 
Reflecting  clear  the  shadows  creep, 
Of  fringing  wood  and  mountain's  steep, 
That  calmly  in  the  moon  beam  sleep, 

That  plays  upon  the  sands. 
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But  hush !  from  ev'ry  glen  and  brake, 
What  strains  harmonious  sudden  wake, 
Oft  stealing  o'er  the  silent  Lake, 

So  exquisite  and  wild  ? 
The  fairy  Spirits  sweetly  sing, 
As  waving  light  their  snowy  wing, 
They  guard  the  flood,  the  woods,  the  spring, 

With  scenes  so  fair  beguil'd. 


Oh  !  no — 'tis  but  the  thrilling  note, 
Of  Nightingales  melodious  throat, 
That  so  aerial  seems  to  float, 

Thro'  rising  vapours  grey  ; 
"  Hark !  hark  again,"  fair  Evening  cries, 
"  'Tis  night's  lov'd  harmonist  that  flies, 
"  To  tell  how  soon  my  power  dies, 

"  Alas !  I  must  away." 
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Tears  fast  bedew  her  faded  cheek ; 
But  tho*  her  voice  no  more  can  speak, 
She  faintly  smiles,  so  calm,  so  meek, 

To  soothe  thy  heart  felt  gloom ; 
"  Nay,  nay — I  cannot  part  with  thee, 
"  Fairest  and  dearest,  stay  with  me  ! 
"  But  ah !  I  know  it  may  not  be, 

"  Too  well  I  know  my  doom. 


44  Farewell  belov'd ! — but  ere  thy  flight, 
"  Thou  tak'st  from  realms  of  sable  night, 
"  Receive  this  silv'ry  crescent  bright, 

"  To  grace  thy  brow  serene  ; 
"  And  for  my  sake — now  thou  art  drest, 
"  In  those  grave  robes  that  suit  thee  best, 
44  Let  this  fair  star  adorn  thy  breast, 

44  With  pure  celestial  beam. 
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"  Farewell,  my  lovely  Queen,  farewell, 
"  To-morrow  shall  renew  the  spell, 
"  And  thou  wilt  meet  me  sweet,  to  tell 

"  Thou  lov'st  me  first  and  best ! 
"  Meanwhile  for  me  a  chaplet  wreath, 
"  Low  mournful  sighs  for  thee  I'll  breathe, 
"  For  oh !  thou  dost  in  sadness  leave 

"  The  Genius  of  the  West!" 


ODE  TO  PLEASURE. 


Ah !  fair  Enchantress !  wave  thy  wand, 
Come  bind  me  with  thy  magic  spell, 

Throw  lightly  round  thy  airy  bond, 
But  weave  it  firm,  and  charm  it  well  j 

Bless  with  thy  unsullied  treasure 

Thy  real  vot'ry,  lovely  Pleasure. 


Oh !  lead  me  to  thy  fairy  land, 

In  thy  bright  bow'rs  let  me  dream, 

Of  all  that's  fair,  and  good,  and  grand, 
Imaginations  noblest  theme ; 

And  there  forget  the  spectre  Pain, 

That  haunts  the  earth's  poor  tenants  vain, 


ODE  TO  PLEASURE. 

Thus  from  the  world  with  thee  I'll  fly ; 

Thy  beauteous  form  is  seldom  seen 
In  the  gay  crowds  that  vainly  try 

To  counterfeit  thy  happy  mien ; 
Ah !  no — thou  cans't  not  there  be  found, 
Where  pride  and  vanity  abound. 


Thou  lov'st  to  mingle  with  the  few 
Whom  taste  and  friendship  both  unite, 

Yet  oft  with  strangers  wilt  pursue 
The  social  path  of  true  delight ; 

But  home  is  still  thy  fav'rite  scene, 

Where  thou  art  met  with  smile  serene. 


Pass'd  is  with  thee  each  precious  hour, 
To  volumes  well  selected  given  ; 

The  mind  in  these  that  feels  thy  pow'r, 
Need  ne'er  to  folly's  page  be  driven  ; 

To  serious  prose  it  may  apply, 

Or  wander  with  fair  Poesy. 
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Suret  Queen  of  harmony!  thy  pow'r 
In  music's  soul  bewitching  strain, 

Is  own'd  in  courts  and  village  bow'r  ; 
There  is  a  chord  vibrates  again 

In  ev'ry  heart  to  some  sweet  lay, 

Or  sad  or  solemn,  wild  or  gay. 


Nor  less  when  richly  glow  the  scenes, 
And  colours  of  the  Sister  art, 

To  realize  bright  Fancy's  dreams, 
To  aid  the  mem'ry,  raise  the  heart ; 

Oh !  in  affection's  mimic  smile 

Thou  can'st  the  very  soul  beguile. 


In  monuments  of  ages  flown, 

With  time's  magnificence  adorn'd, 

In  sculptur'd  urn,  in  breathing  stone, 
So  spotless,  fair,  and  heav'nly  form'd, 

It  seems  the  work  of  Purity, 

Celestial  maid,  who  dwells  with  thee. 
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With  Nature  thou  art  ever  found, 

And  lov'st  to  climb  the  mountain's  steep, 

Or  list  the  thund'ring  torrents  sound, 
And  view  the  trackless,  boundless  deep  ; 

Or  on  the  midnight  vault  to  gaze, 

When  countless  stars  in  glory  blaze. 


But  vain  the  wild  attempt  to  sing 
Thy  potent  charms,  thy  pow'rs  vast ; 

From  grand,  from  simple  thou  can'st  bring 
Delights  that  long  to  fancy  last ; 

To  intellect  thy  gifts  impart, 

And  with  thyself  improve  the  heart. 


The  purest  joys  are  freely  giv'n, 
In  solitudes  refreshing  shade, 

When  the  calm  mind  is  rais'd  to  Heav'n, 
And  all  that's  earthly  seems  to  fade, 

When  Angel  forms  seem  hov'ring  near, 

And  Heav'nly  strains  to  meet  the  ear. 


oni:  TO  i-i.KAsriu  .  K'7 

Yet  not  on  Earth  thy  place  of  rest, 

Thou  dwell'st  above  these  troubled  skies  ; 

Here  sadness  often  clouds  thy  breast, 
There  thy  pure  beams  in  radiance  rise  ; 

O  bless  with  thine  unsullied  treasure, 

Thy  real  vot'ry,  sacred  Pleasure  ! 
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FAIRY  SONG 


Away  !  away !  away ! 

Sisters,  sisters,  no  delay. 
On  the  mossy  green, 
Beneath  the  Moon's  beam. 
We'll  dance — the  dance  gay, 
To  the  roundelay, 
That  spirits  aerial  sweet  for  us  play. 


Away !  away !  away  ! 
Fairies,  fairies,  no  delay. 

On  the  lichen'd  bough 

They  are  waiting  us  now ; 

Of  the  ancient  oak, 

Where  the  ravens  croak, 
But  are  driven  away  by  the  spirits  so  gay, 


FAIRY   SON(..  1  J  * 

Away  !  away  !  away  ! 
Sisters  make  no  nmiv  <lrla\ . 

We'll  frolic  with  glee 

Round  the  haunted  tree; 

The  village  maid's  <lrra<l, 

When  its  shadows  dark  spread, 
By  its  scathed  trunk  grey,  no  child  will  e'er  stray. 

Away  !  away !  away ! 
Sisters,  sisters,  no  delay. 

We  may  ride  at  ease 

On  the  gentlest  breeze, 

That  hardly  has  pow'r 

To  raise  the  down  flow'r ; 
And  the  aspen  spray,   will  scarce  trembling  piny. 

Away!  away!  away! 

Haste,  oh  haste,  no  more  delay. 

But  swift  let  us  fly ; 

The  Moon  is  yet  high ; 

Yet  soon  her  last  beam 

Will  kiss  the  clear  stream, 
And  we  may  not  stay,  to  see  the  Sun's  ray. 
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Away  !  away !  away ! 
Fairies,  fairies,  no  delay. 

We'll  gambol  around, 

Upon  charmed  ground ; 

Or  trip  with  delight, 

O'er  the  smooth  sands  bright, 
Where  the  painted  shells  lay,  and  the  green  waves  play. 

Away !  away  !  away  ! 
Come,  oh  come,  without  delay. 
Then  merrily  sup ; 
Fill  the  acorn  cup 
With  the  drops  of  dew, 
Sweet  roses  imbue, 
Or  that  sparkling  lay,  on  the  eglantine  spray. 

Away  !  away !  away  ! 
Fairies,  pray  no  more  delay. 

With  sovereign  pow'r, 

O'er  every  flower 

And  blossoming  tree, 

We'll  rob  the  poor  Bee  ; 
And  laughingly  gay,  the  rich  spoils  display. 


I  AIKY   SONG.  1-1 

Away  !    a\va\  !    ;i\va\   ! 

Follow  me  without  dela\ . 
Where  the  primrose  pale 
Expands  to  tin-  iialc, 
That  wafts  the  perfume 
Of  the  violets  bloom  ; 
And  pink  bind-weeds  stray,  beneath  the  white  May. 

Away !  away !  away  I 
Fairies,  fairies,  no  delay. 

On  the  bank  so  sweet, 

The  Spirits  we'll  greet ; 

While  on  Mushroom  white, 

By  the  glow-worm's  light, 
Our  dainties  we'll  lay,  and  drink  the  Queen  Fay. 

Sisters  come !  away !  away ! 
Haste,  oh  haste,  no  more  delay. 

For  then  blithe  again, 

We'll  dance  to  their  strain, 

And  join  the  sweet  lay, 

With  chorus  so  gay  ; 
As  sportive  we  play,  and  then  vanish  away. 
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Vanish  away !  vanish  away ! 
With  chorus  so  gay, 
Beguiling  the  way, 
As  swiftly  we  vanish  at  dawning  of  day  ! 


CONWAY  CASTLE. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OP  ELIZABETH  SMITH. 


Conway !  I  hail  thy  towers  sublime, 
Seiz'd  by  the  usurping  hand  of  Time, 

And  frowning  o'er  the  wave ; 
Thy  ruins  so  superbly  grand, 
High  on  a  rock  stupendous  stand, 

Whose  base  the  waters  lave. 


Majestic  Castle !  once  the  scene, 
Which  Edward  and  his  faithful  Queen 

In  regal  pomp  adorn'd  ; 
How  chang*d !  where  banners  floated  bright, 
Now  waves  the  Ivy  green  and  bright, 

In  wreath's  fantastic  form'd. 
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One  massive  Tow'r  has  fallen  low, 
O'er  its  tremendous  fragments  grow, 

Sea  weeds  and  lichens  grey  ; 
Beneath  they  lay  upon  the  shore, 
While  part  above  hangs  threat'ning  o'er 

The  gazing  wand'rers  way. 


Some  turrets  yet  commanding  rise 
And  lofty  in  diminished  size, 

Above  the  Tow'rs  appear  ; 
But  ah !  the  rest  in  fatal  hours, 
Have  felt  their  ruthless  tyrants  pow'r, 

And  perish'd  year  by  year. 


The  Battlements  where  once  the  flow'r 
Of  England's  warlike  Monarch's  pow'r, 

The  Cambrian  foe  survey'd  ; 
Are  mouldering  desolate  and  lone, 
And  Echo  but  the  breezes  moan, 

Where  martial  trumpets  play'd. 
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A  wicket  gate  the  pathway  strew-. 
To  where  the  draw-bridge  once  arose, 

The  huge  Port-cull  is  foil; 
No  Warder  now  demands  to  hear, 
If  friends  or  foemen  venture  near, 

The  tidings  swift  to  tell. 


An  aged  man  the  stranger  leads, 
Thro'  the  long  grass  and  flowing  weeds, 

Into  the  ruins  vast ; 
It  might  be  deem'd  that  silence  reigns 
Amidst  the  grandeur  that  remains, 

To  contemplate  the  past. 

The  Donjon  keep,  the  banquet  hall, 
Where  rose-briers  climb  the  shattered  wall, 

Where  Gothic  arches  spring ; 
That  graceful  still,  alone  bend  o'er 
The  scene  where  glory  is  no  more, 

Where  now  no  triumphs  ring. 
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But  while  my  musing  footsteps  stray 
From  friends,  from  guide,  from  all  away, 

By  deep  reflection  led  ; 
Alone  the  solemn  pile  to  view, 
And  mingle  as  I  wander  through, 

With  all  the  mighty  dead  ; 


In  the  deserted  Tow'rs  pale  light, 
What  vision  beams  upon  my  sight, 

Aerial  and  divine  ? 
'Tis  not  thy  image,    Edward  brave, 
That  rises  from  the  long  clos'd  grave, 

In  funeral  pomp  sublime. 

Nor  thine  great  Queen !  to  virtue  dear, 
That  hover's  in  thine  oriel  here, 

The  gothic  arch  so  fair  ; 
Nor  knights,  nor  warriors,  nor  dames, 
Nor  any  of  the  royal  trains, 

That  fancy's  eye  sees  there. 


CONWAY    CASTLE. 


All!  no — 'tis  thine  angelic  >liad»-, 
Before  whose  mental  pou'r-  lade, 

Vain  glorie-  that  allure. 
Whose  intellect  profound  and 
Was  only  by  thy  heart  surpassM, 

So  pious  and  so  pure. 


The  ancient  lores  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
And  Zion's  tongue  were  all  thine  own  ; 

Arabia's,  Persia's  too ; 
Klopstock  sublime  delighted  the «  , 
The  arts,  the  sciences  were  free 

And  open  to  thy  view. 

But  let  me  pause,  nor  vainly  tell 
How  much  on  earth  thou  didst  excel 

In  knowledge  that  must  cease ; 
Forgive  immortal  Spirit  blest ! 
For  not  in  these  thy  thoughts  had  rr-i, 

Of  hapjune—  and  peace. 
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Thy  talents  splendid  all  were  giv'n 
To  glorify  thy  God  in  Heav'n, 

To  Him  thy  will  resigned  ; 
Thy  life  was  spotless  while  on  earth, 
As  any  sprung  from  mortal  birth 

Can  ever  hope  to  find. 


I  saw  thee  not — yet  love  thee  still, 
My  mind  oft  wand'ring  wishes  fill, 

That  thou  had'st  been  my  friend ; 
Would'st  thou  have  lov'd  if  thou  had'st  known 
The  heart  whose  joys  are  like  thine  own, 

Whose  hopes  all  Heavenward  tend  ? 

Thine  was  the  radiant  orb  of  night ; 
Mine  but  the  humble  glow-worms  light ; 

Yet  from  the  glorious  Sun, 
The  Moon  receives  her  brightest  beams, 
The  little  ray  phosphoric  streams, 

Alike  from  Heav'n  they  come. 
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Ah!  blest  Eliza,  turn  onci*  more, 
And  as  I  leave  fair  C<>n\v;i\'-  shore, 

So  long  thy  fav'rite  scene  ; 
Smile  on  the  hope  that  fills  my  breast, 
That  we  may  meet  in  Worlds  more  blest 

And  love  in  bliss  serene. 


140 


THE  LAKE  OF  LLANBERIS, 


(NORTH  WALES.) 


Through  all  Snowdonia's  region  grand, 
From  the  great  Orme-head's  rocky  strand, 
Gigantic  Penman  from  the  wave, 
Rising  as  if  the  storm  to  brave  ; 
Carnedd  Llewelyn's  height  sublime, 
Frowning  defiance  e'en  to  Time, 
To  where  the  Rivals  chain  disclose, 
Summits  that  oft  in  clouds  repose  ; 
One  spot  seems  most  great  nature's  lavish  care, 
Thy  sweet  sequestered  Lakes,  Llanberis  fair  ! 


I  Hi:   1.  \Kl.s  OF  LLANBFJM  I  1  I 

The  British  Alps  here  rise  an  mini, 
Thy  chrystul  water*  depth  profound  , 
Dark  Glieder  Vawr  heaves  its  side. 
Stupendous  from  the  silent  tide, 
And  Glieder  Hack,   Tri\,itn  vast, 
But  all  by  Snowdon's  self  surpassed  ; 
Whose  tow* ring  peaks  above  the  rest, 
Proclaim  thee  Monarch  all  confess'd, 
Who  from  his  awful  throne  the  storm  surveys, 
And  hails  the  orient  sun's  first  golden  rays. 


Close  at  a  rocky  mountain's  base, 
The  lucid  waters  leave  a  space, 
Of  brightest  green — the  village  there, 
Stands  with  its  lowly  church  so  fair  ; 
Some  Alpine  trees  beneath  their  shade, 
Shelter  the  little  simple  glade, 
Within  the  church-yards  hallowed  ground, 
A  few  scath'd  yews  are  scatter'd  round, 
Where  peaceful  sleep,  their  wants,  their  toil-  forgot 
The  humble  children  of  this  lonely  spot. 
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In  yon  poor  cottage  rude  of  stone, 
E'en  by  the  Elder's  branch  o'ergrown, 
With  learned  lore  full  rich  in  mind, 
Long  dwelt  Llanberis'  Pastor  kind  ; 
Almost  in  poverty  as  deep, 
He  felt  but  for  his  mountain  sheep  ; 
Religion's  sweet  content  he  found 
Blessing  and  blessed  by  all  around. 
Ah  !    Wand'rer  pause — his  sacred  dust  is  here, 
Blush  to  repine,  and  drop  a  passing  tear. 


On  that  dark  rock  an  ancient  Tow'r, 
Once  a  strong  hold  of  British  Pow'r, 
Is  all  Dolbaddam  Castle  great, 
The  vestige  of  thy  former  state ! 
The  Cambrian  Prince,  here  legions  tell, 
For  twenty  years  in  gloomy  cell, 
In  vain  lamented  that  his  sword 
Had  e'er  been  rais'd  against  his  lord  ; 
Pass'd  is  the  tyrant's  pow'r,  the  captive's  sigh, 
And  buried  fragments  trace  the  fortress  high. 


i  ill-:  LAKES  OP  I.I   \\i:i  ids.  1  |   ; 

A  sparkling  rivulet  j»oiir>  it-  -tn-ani, 
Light  dancing  'ncatli  tin*  sunny  IMMIII, 
Into  the  calm,  rcflrctinir  I^ak^s; 
But  as  the  mountain  it  i'orsikc-, 
Rushing  impetuous  from  the  In  i-jlii, 
It  falls  in  foaming  torrents  bright 
Into  a  chasm's  depth  profound, 
With  misty  veil  and  deaf  'ning  sound  ; 
This  bare  and  frowning  cliff,  dark,  red,  and  grey, 
That  wild  with  foliage  wreathing  'midst  the  spray. 


The   upper  Lake  its  wave  soft  blends, 
With  that  from  whence  the  Sciont  wends 
Its  rippling  course  o'er  rocky  bed, 
To  where  Rome's  conq'ring  legions  dread 
Her  crest  triumphantly  displayed, 
And  long  in  great  Segontium  sway'd  ; 
Now  fall'n  and  lost,  to  all  but  fame. 
Then  onward  streams  in  smoothness  tame, 
To  where  Caernarvon's  Eagle  Towers  stand 
Amidst  its  royal  Castle's  ruins  grain!. 
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Ah  !  scene  sublime,  yet  lovely  too, 
Perhaps  I  ne'er  again  may  view 
Thy  mountains  purpled  o'er  with  heath, 
Thy  oaks  that  grace  the  vale  beneath ; 
Yet  memory's  dyes,  and  pencil  true, 
Shall  paint  thy  varied  charms  anew  ; 
And  fancy's  wing  so  bright  and  fair, 
Shall  often  lightly  waft  me  there, 
To  stray  thy  paths,  or  o'er  thy  Lakes  to  glide, 
And  in  thy  calm,  forget  Life's  troubled  tide  ! 


1  !,> 


ADDRESS  TO  GOOD  TKMl'KK. 


Good  Temper !  I  mean  not  thy  praises  to  sound, 

Thou  hast  treated  me  far  too  ill, 
When  I  was  brought  forth,  thou  wert  not  to  be  found, 

And  cruelly  shunnest  me  still. 


Full  many  a  troubl'd  and  wearisome  day, 

I  have  toiled  up  hill  to  thee, 
Nor  would'st  thou  in  pity  one  moment  del;i\ , 

Nor  e'en  slacken  thy  pace  for  me. 
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I've  slipp'd,  and  I've  slided,  and  ran  out  of  breath, 

And  in  the  mire  fallen  at  last ; 
But  tho'  thou  well  knew'st  I  was  tired  to  death, 

Not  a  look  would'st  thou  deign  to  cast. 


Thou  hast  seen  too,  my  visage  of  gloom  unmov'd  ; 

Why,  thine  heart  must  be  made  of  stone  ? 
And  scorn'd  my  ill  humour  whene'er  it  was  prov'd, 

Tho'  truly  the  fault  was  thy  own. 


Why  did'st  thou  leave  me  ?     I'm  sure  I  was  civil ; 

But  thou'rt  often  an  ill  bred  wight ; 
Thou  wilt  not  be  friends — but  it  could  be  no  evil, 

To  make  an  acquaintance  so  slight. 

Ah !  what  dost  thou  say  ?  thou  wilt  come  to  me  soon, 

And  try  if  we  cannot  agree, 
Nay  if  thou  wilt  grant  me  this  long  wish'd  for  boon, 

Thy  praise  shall  be  grateful  to  me. 


ADDRESS  TO  GOOD  TEMPER.  14-7 


For  whih'  I've  pursued  th.-r,  ami  \amlv  i 

And  oft  of  thine  aid  ha\r  dr-pairM  ; 
I've  admir'd  and  lov'd  thee,  and  almost  ador'd, 

The  mind  that  thy  hlr^rdm->  shar'd. 


True  Wit  is  delightful,  with  talents  refined, 

And  taste  to  embellish  each  art, 
More  charming  good  sense,  and  a  well  informed  mind, 

Good  Temper,  alone  wins  the  heart. 


At  peace  with  thyself,  thou  art  anxious  to  spare, 

The  kindling  of  passions  unblest ; 
Thy  looks  ne'er  provoke,  thou  dost  firmly  forbear, 

Each  word  is  with  kindness  exprest. 


With  thee  each  calm  bosom  with  happiness  glows, 

And  even  affliction  has  peace  ; 
Thy  spell  a  soft  charm  e'en  on  Plainness  bestows, 

Thy  power  can  Beauty's  increase. 
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Thou  art  not  a  holiday  visiting  guest, 

Deck'd  in  jewels  and  smiling  pride  ; 
Thy  garb  is  more  homely,  the  same  each  day  drest, 

But  thy  smile  is  ne'er  laid  aside. 


With  innocent  gaiety,  life's  early  morn, 
It  blesses — and  cheers  thee  noon  day, 

Gilds  the  evening  serene,  and  makes  even  the  form 
Of  Age,  appear  sweet  in  decay. 


Delay  not  Good  Temper — most  welcome  thou'lt  ber 

Ah !  do  not  again  from  me  roam  ; 
I'll  cherish  thee  glad,  if  thou  wilt  bless  me, 

And  make  my  heart  ever  thy  home. 


I  I'l 


MORNING  HYMN. 


O  Everlasting  God  I  suprenn 
In  wisdom,  pow'r,  and  might  I 

Of  blessedness  the  Fountain  stream, 
Eternal  Light  of  Light ! 


Thy  praises  high  Archangels  fill, 

With  exstacy  sublime  ; 
While  ceaseless  Hallelujahs  thrill 

Through  countless , Hosts  divine. 
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Too  frail  and  sinful  to  unite, 

In  adoration  there, 
Where  all  that  meets  thy  awful  sight, 

Is  holy,  good,  and  fair. 


Yet  ere  my  spirits  calm  be  lost, 
'Midst  earthly  joys  and  woes  ; 

Ruffled  by  cares,  by  passion  tost, 
That  now  in  peace  repose, 


Father  of  mercies !  hear  my  voice, 
My  early  pray'r  I'll  raise, 

In  Thee  for  ever  I'll  rejoice, 
Thy  Name  for  ever  praise. 


Tranquil  and  blest  thine  eye  beneath, 

I've  slept  in  calm  repose, 
And  rise  in  Thee  to  move  and  breathe, 

From  whom  existence  flows. 


MOHMM.    in  MS.  151 

On  me  tins  <la\   Th\   Spirit  rest, 

Thy  Ileav'nly  irrace  descend  ; 
Oh  !  guide  me  to  Thy-elt  mo-t  l>le*t, 

And  to  Tin  will  I'll  bend 


Humility  \\  itli  /eal  l>r-t<>\\  , 

Each  duty  to  fulfil, 
I-Yom  Thee  let  ev'ry  motive  flow, 

And  centre  in  Thee  still. 


For  earthly  happiness  I  pray, 
But  as  it  pleases  Thee, 

My  hope,  my  strength,  my  only 
Thou,  thou  art  all  to  me. 


But,  if  thou  wilt — let  peace  be  mine, 
With  homely  comfort's  store, 

Affection    >woetly  on  me  shine, 
I  a-k,    1  \\  ish  no  ni- 


MORNING    HYMN. 


On  those  belov'd  whom  Thou  hast  giv'n, 

Oh  !  let  thy  blessings  flow  ; 
Conduct  the  path  which  leads  to  Heav'n, 

And  shield  from  ev'ry  woe. 


To-morrow's  sun  perhaps  in  vain, 
For  me  may  rise  and  shine — 

I'll  bless  my  great  Redeemer's  name, 
And  calm  my  soul  resign. 


Still,  still  my  grateful  hymn  I'll  sing, 

To  Thee  Eternal  Lord ; 
In  life,  in  death,  my  God,  my  King, 

On  Earth,  in  Heav'n  adored ! 


Praise,  praise  to  Thee  O  God  most  high, 
Omnipotent !  who  made  the  earth, 

Praise,  praise  to  Thee  who  form'd  the  sky, 
And  call'd  Creation  into  birth. 


MOI;\IM.    in  MS. 

.Iclmvah  !    High  and  Lol't\  onr  ' 
( ilory  and  praise  be  ever  Tim 

l.h-niul    I-atlicr,    lialloxvnl  Son, 
And  Holy  Spirit  nm-t  divinr  ! 
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EVENING  HYMN. 


O  Thou !  with  whom  no  darkness  dwells, 

Eternal,  heav'nly  King! 
My  heart  with  grateful  fervour  swells, 

Its  evening  praise  to  sing. 


But  ah !  the  days  transgressions  rise, 
And  quench  the  kindling  fire  ; 

My  voice  in  trembling  silence  dies, 
Nor  dares  to  Thee  aspire. 


I  \  iAis(,   n\  MX.  L6J 

UnWortllN    M    I    (Ir.-jiU    trrl, 

Thy  mercies  least  to  share ; 

Beneath  the  Cms*  I'll  humhly  knrrl, 
And  plead  for  pardon  thnv. 


And  there  my  -pint  may  ascend 
In  prayer  and  praise  to  Thee ; 

There,  there  Thy  blessings  will  descend, 
My  soul  from  guilt  to  free. 


Thee  I've  offended  every  hour, 
Though  evVy  hour  declared, 

Thy  goodness  boundless  as  Thy  powV, 
And  life  Thou  still  hast  spar'd. 


Nor  life  alone,  Thy  bounteous  Sun, 

In  glory  sunk  to  rest ; 
His  course  undeviating  run, 

Has  pass'd  o'er  few  more  blest. 
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For  Thou  contentment  sweet  hast  giv'n, 

My  lot  in  life  to  gild, 
And  with  the  peace  serene  of  Heav'n, 

My  cheerful  heart  hast  filPd. 


I  cannot  count  Thy  blessings  o'er  ; 

For  countless  as  the  sand 
That  lays  on  Ocean's  barren  shore, 

They've  shower'd  from  Thy  hand. 


But  ah  !  vouchsafe  my  praise  to  hear, 

Nor  for  myself  alone  ; 
For  all  Thy  gifts  to  those  most  dear, 

E'en  more  than  for  my  own. 


And  gracious  Lord  !  thine  ear  incline, 

While  fervent  I  commend 
To  Thy  protecting  grace  divine, 

Each  lov'd  and  cherish'd  friend. 


r.  vi  AIM.    in  MS. 


Now  solemn  sluul...  .tr-nmd  m<-  c  IOM-  ; 

A  day  for  ever  past  ! 
The  ni^ht  invite  me  to  repose, 

Perhaps  to  be  my  last. 


And  be  it  so — if  sueli  thy  will, 

Pll  in  me  Saviour  rest ; 
\Vitli  trembling  hope  thai   I  may  still, 

With  Saints  redeemM  be  blest. 


And  when  the  last  dread  morning's  ray, 
Its  flood  of  light  shall  pour ; 

Immortal  wake  to  blissful  day, 
To  sin,  to  grieve  no  more ! 


Hallelujahs  ever  rise, 

From  all  above  earth's  clouded  skies ; 

Hallelujahs  still  ascend, 

1'Yom  all  beneath  who  lowly  bend  , 
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Hallelujahs  to  Thy  praise, 
The  universe  assembled  raise, 
Glory,  honour,  praise  to  Thee 
O  God!  through  all  Eternity! 


I :  s  s  A  Y 

ON     Mil.    AIM 

CONTKNTMENT. 


The  following  Pot-in  o\vi-s  it-  ori-in  as  well  as  its  name  to  a  valuable  little 
prose  work,  entitled  "  The  Art  of  Contnitnu-nt, "  by  an  unknown 
Author,  published  (I  think)  in  !(>(>.>,  and  now  very  rarely  to  be  met 
with. 


Tin1  wish  of  happiness  inherent  seem-, 
And  twine^  it-elf  with  all  the  busy  dreams 
Of  Litt-'-  -wilt,    rr>tl<-s,   and  eventful  round; 
The  aim  of  Folly,   and  of  Sense  profound. 
All  Bg68,   Mate-,  and  ranks  in  this  agree, 
And  ever  will  till  Nature  cease  to  he. 
But  tho'  the  end  alike  is  pri/'d  and  sought, 
The  means  are  varied  as  the  human  thought. 
There  are  who  deem  it  in  a  Min'ral  found  , 
Keen  Av'rice  di<j-  and  M'aivhe-  under  ground. 
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Some  seeks  it  in  Ambition's  lofty  seat, 
Others  in  Pleasure  hope  its  joys  to  meet ; 
All  court  the  shadow  of  ideal  good, 
And  Evil  find  where  the  fair  Phantom  stood. 
Such  are  the  largesses  the  world  can  give, 
Then  those  desert  who  by  its  maxims  live ; 
So  thinks  the  sage,  with  scorn  on  triflers  looks, 
And  proud  retires  to  science  and  to  books. 
Nature's  Enthusiasts  long  o'er  earth  to  roam, 
Affection  seeks  for  bliss  in  friends  and  home  ; 
But  ah !  how  oft  e'en  these  with  sorrow  find 
Sad  disappointment  rankling  in  the  mind ; 
Books  will  not  always  please,  the  Traveller  fails, 
And  many  a  pang  is  felt  where  love  prevails. 
In  short  beyond  ourselves  the  search  is  vain ; 
Contentment  is  the  true,  the  greatest  gain, 
Without  which,  Earth  its  choicest  gifts  may  pour, 
And  Time  each  hour  increase  the  brilliant  store, 
But  all  in  vain — the  discontented  breast 
Would  ne'er  in  Paradise  itself  be  blest. 
We  need  not  ramble  then  in  wild  pursuit, 
Of  this  fair  Eden's  tree,  which  best  takes  root 
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Within  that  soil  which  each  ma\   rail  their  own, 
And  -juvad-  iN  iolia'je  round  thr  -im|>le-t  homes; 
'Ti-  true  it   l>oa-N  not   n«»w  cele-tial  tl..u  Y-, 
As  when  it  hloom'd  o'er  man'-  |>rime\al  l»n\\'; 
But  \ct   iN  fri-rant  blossom-  ne'er  \\ill  cease 
To  drop  a  prrcioiix  l»alin,    infi^iiiLr  peace  ; 
Its  bending  boughs  a  calm  retreat  \\  ill  lonn, 
Shield  i'nuu  the  l>la-t,    and  shelter  t'roin  the  -t<>rm  ; 
No  stingini:  reptiles  lurk  beneath  its  shade, 
Where're  it  thri\c-,    \\-eeds  dark  and  j)oix'imn-  iad«-. 
\\'hile  on  the  loveliest  tloxv'rs  that  round  it  <rrow, 
Tint-  yet  more  bright  its  heav'nly  dews  he-tn\\  ; 
Smo(»th  lays  the  verdant  tnrl'on  roughest  grouiul, 
The  garden  blest  almost  seems  smiling  round. 
A  charm  is  thrown  o'er  all  beneath  the  sk\ , 
And  many  a  cloud  may  pass  unheeded  bv. 
The  seeds  are  numerous,  yet  the  plant  seems  rare, 
Though  cultur'd  right  it  soon  rewards  our  care; 
Nor  are  we  left  indifPrently  to  i  huse 
Its  sweets  to  taste,  or  sullenly  refuse. 
Duty  is  firm  entwin'd  with  Interest  true, 

Few  can  be  innocent  and  \vretched  too! 

M 
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Impatient  grief  and  pining  discontent, 
Increase  the  burthen  under  which  we  bent ; 
And  with  a  sense  of  guilt  our  hopes  destroy, 
That  death  will  change  deep  woe  to  highest  joy. 
'Tis  most  important  then  without  delay, 
To  study  well  the  means,  enquire  the  way, 
The  Art  of  true  Contentment  how  to  find  ; 
Since  earthly  is  with  heav'nly  peace  combined. 
Attention  fix'd  it  surely  well  may  claim, 
'Tis  but  for  happiness  another  name, 
At  least  for  all  that  may  be  seen  on  earth 
Of  that  bright  Being  of  a  nobler  birth  ; 
Long — long  the  Spirit  pure  has  fled  away, 
And  only  left  its  beauteous  Form  of  Clay. — 
Man  was  created  happy  by  his  God, 
Ere  in  the  paths  of  sin  and  death  he  trod, 
And  even  then  th*  Almighty's  love  restored, 
His  fallen  creature,  through  His  Son  ador'd  ; 
Renew' d  his  lost  capacity  for  bliss, 
In  endless  life,  if  faithful  found  in  this  ; 
And  Revelation  gave  with  holy  light, 
To  guide  him  to  the  realms  of  glory  bright, 
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To  direr,    revive  and  Mr  —  Inin    in  tin-   ua\. 
And  with  it-  heam-  to  irj|d  Time-  tlretin^  dajr ! 


Heathen   Philo-ophx   could  tinn  di-daiu 
All  temporal  good,  and  adverse  fate  sustain, 
With  lofty  mind  felicity  could  place 
Within  that  mind  u  heu  fill'd  with  Virtue'- 
Because  precarious  are  external  thinu-, 
And  frail  the  bliss  the  faire-t  fortune  brings; 
Hut  these  won*  doctrine-  for  the  noble  soul, 
And  few  could  human  passions  thus  controul ; 
Founded  on  pride  of  Intellect  alone, 
They  left  the  weaker  multitude  to  groan 
Beneath  their  suff'rings,  without  aid  or  pow'r 
To  soothe  or  mitigate  misfortune's  hour. 
Far  different  is  the  Gospel's  doctrine  ble-t, 
Which  calls  the  wretched  and  the  poor  to  re-t. 
The  Sacred  Temple  does  its  shelter  spread, 
O'er  ev'ry  aching  heart  and  drooping  head; 
On  deep  humility  it-  ha-e  ha-  ri-e. 
Yet  its  majestic  Pillar-  reach  the 
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Its  grandeur  loftiest  spirits  may  admire 
The  mean  its  comforts  ne'er  in  vain  desire. 
The  Christian  true  where're  his  lot  may  fall, 
E'en  tho'  he  nothing  has,  possesses  all ; 
On  Heav'n  itself  he  may  for  aid  depend, 
And  in  his  God  and  Saviour  find  a  Friend  ! 
Who  might  not  then  expect  that  like  the  Sun, 
Man  would  rejoice  his  destin'd  race  to  run  ; 
Thankful  for  any  blessings  that  attend 
The  rapid  course  to  such  a  glorious  end  ? 
But  ah !  how  vain — his  discontented  mind, 
In  all  seeks  more  of  ill  than  good  to  find  ; 
Receives  with  gloom  the  comforts  of  his  state  ; 
Repines  he  is  not  blest  with  brighter  fate. 
Created  Lord  of  all — the  slave  appears 
Of  sublunary  things — opprest  with  fears  ; 
Or  high  with  hopes  elate,  whose  joys  possest, 
Are  in  their  turn  false,  empty,  frail  confest ; 
Again  his  heart  unsatisfied  aspires, 
Creates  new  wants,  and  murmurs  fresh  desires. 
From  discontent  more  wretchedness  is  found, 
Than  all  the  evils  which  in  life  abound. 
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l)iit  .-aim   reflection  ma\    find  reason  ^tr  ..n-.- 
To  proxe  it   vain  and  xveak  as  xvell  a-  wrong. 


(MM!  is  .supreme  !    in  hlisx,    in  p,,x\  Y,    in  x\  ord, 

Creation's  al )«»! nte,  sole,  soxYriun  Lord. 

Kxistence  oulx   from  his  goodness  tlo\\ 

Th'  Almight}  to  his  creatures  uotlimi;  <»\\ c^, 

l-'ormM  hy   His  will — in  Him  they  move  and  li\e. 

And  have  that  hem"1  he  vouchsafes  to  -ji\c. 

Blessings  are  free  bestowM,   there  i->  no  claim, 

K\eu  l»y  Natures  jmre  from  r\'r\   -tain. 

Hnmhlv  then  fallen  man  the  praver  should  rai-e, 

I -'or  e\'r\   mercy  offer  grateful  praise, 

Instead  of  viewing  with  fa-tidions  eye, 

Kach  u-ra*-ious  ^iit  its  hlemi^h  to  descry; 

Nay  e'en  sometime-  with  -corn  the  good  refuse, 

Because  it  is  not  that  we  Mindly  chn-e. 

Yet  how  indignant  should  we  instant  turn. 

From  the  poor  wretch  whodar'd  our  hoimty  spurn  ; 

And  on  the  uronnd  witli  in-ult  proud  and  cold, 

The  sihrr  ca-t   hecause  it   was  not 
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Yes  !  justly  turn  and  leave  the  base  ing-rate, 
To  mourn  his  guilty  folly  when  to  late. 
Oh  !  should  our  sinful  murmurings  bring  down 
The  Eternal's  righteous  wrath  and  awful  frown  ; 
Should  God  his  daily  gifts  despis'd,  resume, 
And  leave  ungrateful  mortals  to  their  doom. 
Bereaved  of  all  and  humbled  to  the  dust, 
We  could  not  but  confess  the  sentence  just. 
And  tho*  experience  ev'ry  hour  declares, 
How  far  beyond  our  patience  Heav'n  forbears. 
Yet  judgments  dire  have  been  denounced  and  sent, 
For  man's  ingratitude  and  discontent  ; 
The  sacred  writings  awful  proofs  afford, 
And  solemn  warnings  for  our  sakes  record. 
With  promise,  God  new  blessings  will  impart, 
To  those  who  now  possess  with  grateful  heart  ; 
Whether  rich  herds  and  flocks  their  fields  overspread, 
Or  "  one  ewe  lamb"  partakes  their  daily  bread. 


If  therefore  Piety  itself  should  fail, 

Self  love  might  o'er  this  gloomy  sin  prevail  ; 
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Le-t  by  its  loss  we  should  be  tanirht  to  prize, 
What  we  now  pass  unheeded,  «T  de-pi-i-. 
But  ah  !   let  us  recall  with  pion-  mind, 
Th'  Almighty's  gracious  bounties  to  mankind  ; 
Declare  his  wonders,  adoration  raise, 
And  cheerful  celebrate  Jehovah's  praise. — 
Life  is  the  th-t  and  noblest  boon  of  Heav'n, 
Without  which  all  besides  were  vainly  giv'n. 
And  though  there  are,  its  ills  who  will  not  brave, 
But  rush  unhidden  to  their  un blest  gra\  e  ; 
Unless  proud  reason  totters  on  her  throne, 
And  Madne-s  claims  the  wretched  for  her  own, 
Ho  we're  it  be — it  lessens  not  the  worth, 
Of  that  most  prerioux  -jilt  l>e»tow'd  in  birth. 
The  diamond  beautiful,  and  pure,  and  bright, 
Reflects  not  rays  of  less  resplendent  li^ht, 
Because  an  Ideot's  hand  insane  may  throw 
The  matclde>>  jewel  to  th'  abyss  below. 
Airain  there  are,    who  say  they  wish  for  death, 
And  draw  from  dav  to  day  their  wean   breath  ; 
But  still  if  danger  hangs  impending  o'er, 
Clin«r  to  that  bein«r  they  so  much  deplore. 
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Yet  if  existence  were  to  Time  confin'd, 
It  might  by  some  be  thankfully  resigned. 
Poor  suff'ring  Nature  with  a  grief  worn  eye, 
Might  for  the  peaceful  grave  heave  many  a  sigh. 
But  when  we  know  our  fleeting  years  on   earth, 
Lead  to  eternity's  high,  awful  birth  ; 
That  life  well  spent  may  gain  a  glorious  prize, 
And  e'en  prepare  our  spirits  for  the  skies, 
It  then  becomes  a  blessing  quite  divine, 
Proving  its  source  Omnipotence  benign, 
Which  still  preserves  the  treasure  e'en  to  those 
Who  know  not — or  forget  from  whence  it  flows. 


Time  to  the,  virtuous,  happy,  rich  and  gay, 
Will  its  own  claims  for  thankfulness  display. 
But  those  who  seem  its  pleasures  least  to  share1, 
Must  yet  its  value  infinite  declare. 
To  those  who  feels  how  much  is  to  be  done, 
Though  long  their  glass  its  noiseless  sand  has  run ; 
Who  know  they  have  stood  idle  all  the  day, 
And  fond  of  life,  have  trifled  time  away ; 
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The  Inn-jest  period  nm>    t«H)  -hm-i 

To  work  -aUatmn  c.iit  with  tivmMintr  fear. 

Ala-'    -till    limn'  perhap-  inu-t  he  undone, 

KIT  \et  the  viue\ard's  labour  is  IK-JIIII  ; 

Bad  habit-,    thon-ht-,    and  principle-  subdued, 

Tx-lnrc  \vitli  irood  the  soul  can  he  iinlmrd  , 

Ah!  surely  all  who  darker  sins  deplmv, 

With  thankful  hearts  that  merry  should  adore, 

Which  time  tor  deep  repentance  still  ha-  left, 

Although  of  every  worldly  good  bereft. 

And  those  who  can  the  past  review  with  pea. 

And  firm  believe  their  woes  with  Time  will  cease  ; 

The  MHTOWS  of  that  (  ro—  -honld  meekly  take, 

Their  threat  Redeemer  suffered  for  their  sake, 

And  follow  Him  through  tribulation's  gloom, 

Though  dark  and  mournful  as  the  cavernM  Tomh. 

He-ide-  they  know  that  (iod  will  often  chuse 

The  humblest  mean*  for  purpose  hi-h  to  iisr, 

And   Hi-  service  mav  their  lives  empl('\. 

I-'or  other's  good;   though  dead  to  earthU  jo\  ; 

And  wlio  can  -.i\   that  time  will  not  impro\e 

'1'heir  faith  and  hope,    their  charity  and  1<^ 
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Its  influence  too  on  earth  may  bring  relief, 

E'en  to  the  extremest  misery  and  grief. 

But  few  are  tried  with  such  severest  fate, 

Some  blessings  still  are  left  in  every  state ; 

And  there  are  many  common  to  the  race 

Of  man,  in  every  clime  and  ev'ry  place. 

The  glorious  Sun  irradiates  warmth  and  light, 

The  Moon,  the  Stars,  their  useful  lustre  bright ; 

The  atmosphere  its  purest  air  bestows, 

The  cooling  stream  in  sparkling  torrent  flows 

Freely  for  all  the  children  of  dust, 

The  rich,  the  poor,  the  just,  and  the  unjust — 

And  then  how  wonderful  the  human  frame  ! 

Ourselves  may  well  our  admiration  claim. 

The  pow'rs  mechanic  form'd  by  art  divine, 

Which  use  with  graceful  symmetry  combine ; 

Each  system  organized  with  perfect  skill, 

The  vital  principle  mysterious  still. 

So  complicate  this  fearful  work  of  clay, 

It  seems  a  miracle  renew' d  each  day ; 

And  yet  how  many,  health  and  strength  preserve, 

How  few  lose  e'en  the  senses  finest  nerve. 
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Hut   who  the-e  tiva-ures  value  ;is  thex 
I'lde—  experience  hy  their  loftH  be  bought  ! 
And  who  tint   pises  r\'r\    morn  from  r.-t. 
Adores  with  fervent   heart  that   mercx    l.lc-t, 
\\  hii  li  thus  to  weary  nature  gives  repose, 
And  sleep's  ohlivion  ev'rv  eve  to  close. 


The  >ea-on-  o'er  the  earth  their  riche- 
In  fair  ahundance  yield  man's  daily  bread. 
Most  can  hy  hone-t  indu-ti-y  ohtain 
That  food  which  health  and  life  can  well  >ustain  ; 
And  e'en  the  destitute,    from  piou-  heart- 
Share  in  the  bounteous  good  that   Heav'n  imparts, 
That  curious  fahric  to  snjjport  and  cheer. 
Which  Wisdom  infinite  alone  could  rear, 
To  keep  th'  immortal  soul's  ethereal  spark, 
Like  the  fair  Temple  for  the  -acred  Ark. 
The  intellectual  pow'rs  surpass  all  thought; 
The  -trnii'.:  connecting  links  are  vainly  -mi-jlit, 
That   Mind  with   Body  wond'mu-lv  connect, 
Which  each  mav  feel,    yet   none  can  e'er  detect. 
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Our  reason,  judgment,  memory,  all  confess, 
The  Pow'r  divine  that  gives  us  to  possess 
These  noble  blessings  —  and  a  thousand  more 
Of  value  equal,  we  might  number  o'er  ; 
But  higher  faculties  still  more  proclaim 
Our  Maker's  glory,  and  our  praises  claim. 
Our  souls  to  Immortality  aspire, 
Unless  our  folly  quench  the  sacred  fire 
Which  vice  may  smother,  virtue  may  increase  ; 
But  all  are  equal  —  earth's  distinctions  cease, 
The  highest  Monarch  —  and  the  meanest  slave 
Are  on  a  level  here  as  in  the  grave  ; 
Each  may  exchange,  or  misery  or  renown, 
For  sins  just  wages  or  a  heav'nly  crown. 
One  great  Creator,  one  redeeming  Lord, 
One  Holy  Spirit,  one  revealed  Word, 
One  only  God  may  each,  may  all  adore, 
Obey,  and  praise  in  bliss  for  evermore  ! 


If  poor  and  weak  our  tenement  of  clay, 
We  hope  for  mansions  time  can  ne'er  decay, 
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Not  made  with  han<U,    eternal  in  the  sky, 

Which  Eden's  Paradise  far,  far  outvie. 

Children  of  (iod — joint  heir^  \vith  ( 'liri-t  in  1  leav'n  ; 

What  can  we  ask,  what  blc^in^  more  he  «ji\'n  t 

Ah!  wherefore  then  beneath  our  griefs  despair, 

As  if  this  world  alone  were  worth  our  caiv, 

Nay,  court — with  eager  zeal  its  interests  vain, 

And  fret  with  anguish  when  we  cannot  gain, 

Alas !  unworthy  of  the  name  we  bear, 

The  noblest  birth-right  mortals  e'er  can  share. 

The  beams  of  Heav'nly  light  now  radiant  shine, 

As  o'er  the  Fathers  of  our  Faith  divine, 

Who  cheerful  lost  their  fortunes  and  their  fame, 

Torments  endur'd  and  martyrs  blest  became ; 

And  yet  that  Faith,  those  Hopes,  their  latest  breath 

Confessed  with  joy  victorious  e'en  in  death, 

Too  often  fail  our  murmurings  to  restrain, 

For  trials  small,  and  disappointments  vain. 

Is  Heaven  of  value  less,  or  Earth  of  more 

Than  when  Religion  brightly  triumphed  o'er 

The  world's  temptations  and  the  passions  strong, 

Which  still  in  ev'ry  age  to  man  belong? 
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The  thought  seems  impious,  let  us  rather  own, 
Our  estimates  are  more  erroneous  grown. 
Those  blessings  equally  bestow'd  on  all, 
Seem  hardly  slight  attention  to  recall, 
While  those  of  which  we  never  are  deprived, 
Make  us  forget  from  whence  they  are  deriv'd, 
Yet  universal  good  our  hearts  should  raise 
With  more  exalted  gratitude  and  praise, 
To  him  who  pours  down  benefits  on  earth, 
And  ne'er  forgets  the  least  of  human  birth. 
Therefore  whene're  our  discontents  arise, 
And  all  seems  dark  and  gloomy  in  our  eyes  ; 
Let  us  look  round  on  Heav'ns  blessings  grand, 
Till  gen'rous  warmth  contracted  hearts  expand. 
And  next  retrace  with  memories  just  and  true, 
Our  own  peculiar  gifts  and  blessings  too. 
Ere  half  our  past  existence  is  review'd, 
All  sullen  sadness  must  be  quite  subdued ; 
For  most  will  find  more  real  good  than  ill, 
Though  wishes  vain  our  God  may  not  fulfil. 


OF  (  <>\  i  IATMIA  I  . 

The  threa<U  of  happiness  are  Bpun  ><»  tine, 

Its  complicated  webs  entangled  twine 

Around  so  many  branches  li^lit  and  frail, 

HiMidiiiLT  beneath  the  LrenthM  pa  —  'MIL:  -jalr, 

That  soon  the  texture  slight  would  rend  and  tear, 

Unless  preserved  by  more  than  mortal  rare.— 

Our  Country's  welfare  i>  in  i'art  our  own  ; 

All  joy  is  soon  by  Anarchy  o'erthrpwn, 

Each  worldly  good  endangered,   nay  e'en  Hie 

And  private  peace  is  lost  in  public  >trite. 

The  interest  of  our  holy  Church  blend  more, 

With  all  we  love  and  cherish  and  adore  ; 

For  what  so  dreadful  as  Fanatic's  zeal, 

Who  would  blest  Mercy's  sacred  laws  repeal ; 

Yet  all !  how  few  e'en  in  this  happy  isle, 

Feel  its  prosperity's  reflected  smile, 

With  thankful  sense  how  much  their  comforts  re-t, 

Upon  its  Church  and  Constitution  blest. 


The  stately  Elm  deep  rooted  in  the  ground, 
Spreading  luxuriant,    hitrh  and  wide  around; 
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Supports  amidst  its  slenderest  boughs  the  nest, 
Th'  unconscious  bird  has  made  its  home  and  rest : 
Tempest's  assail,  but  yet  the  noble  Tree 
Stands  firm,  its  storm  toss'd  branches  still  are  free  ; 
The  Parent's  wing*  safe  o'er  its  young  may  close, 
Rock'd  by  the  raging  winds  to  calm  repose. 
But  if  the  spoiler's  strike  with  ruthless  hand, 
The  mighty  trunk  with  blows  that  shake  the  land, 
And  stretch  the  tree  majestic  on  the  earth, 
Which  long  has  cherish'd  and  e'en  gave  it  birth, 
The  hapless  Bird  beholds  its  downy  bed 
In  fragments  strew'd,  its  nestlings  crushed  and  dead, 
And  then  too  late  perceives  how  much  it  ow'd 
To  the  fallen  Elm  that  shelter  long  bestow'd. 


The  Grecian  Sage  with  mingled  pride  and  scorn, 
Thank'd  Heav'n  he  was  not  a  Barbarian  born  ; 
And  shall  not  we  be  grateful  for  our  birth, 
In  this  most  favor'd  land  of  all  the  earth  ? 
What  tho'  it  boasts  not  skies  of  blue  serene, 
Which  o'er  Italia's  lovely  views  are  seen  ; 
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\Vliat  tho'  the  southern  i  lime-  outvie  \\&  charms, 
Yet  is  it  free  from  Nature'^  dire  alarms. 
No  Earthquakes  ^hake  our  Albion's  rocky  ^h«»r,   . 
No  dread  volcanoes  tiery  torrenK  pour. 
Fierce  hurricanes  ne'er  waste  our  fertile  fields, 
Our  soil  to  industry  abundance  yields. 
No  insect  armie>  blaM  tin-  ^vlvan  scene, 
No  horrid  serpents  haunt  our  rallies  ureen  ; 
Our  peaceful  forests  shade  the  timid  Deer, 
But  savage  roar  ne'er  bursts  upon  the  ear  : 
Dire  pestilence  with  swift  destroying  hand, 
Is  hardly  known  in  this  pure,  happy  land  ; 
And  though  no  orient  gems  or  gold  are  found, 
Luxuriant  beauty  decks  fair  Freedom's  ground, 
These  ceaseless  mercies  are  each  Briton's  share, 
From  those  who  cloth'd  in  purple  richly  fare, 
To  those  who  labour  hard  for  daily  bread, 
And  life's  most  rugged  pathways  lowly  tread  ; 
These  last  full  oft  enjoy  a  spring  of  health, 
Which  rank  would  gladly  purchase  with  its  wealth, 
And  tho'  no  dainties  tempt,  or  downy  bed, 
Relish  the  meal,  and  tranquil  rest  the  bead. 
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In  ev'ry  class,  in  ev'ry  station  meet, 
Affection's  sacred  joys  in  union  sweet ; 
The  heart  with  love  parental  fondly  glows, 
The  eye  with  filial  tenderness  o'erflows, 
The  faithful  Partner  shares  the  smile  and  sigh  ; 
And  kindred  pleasures  bloom  around  each  tie. 
Whether  they  twine  the  lowly  thatch  beneath, 
Or  o'er  the  Palace'  stately  columns  wreathe. 
And  ah  !  how  much  of  happiness  depends 
On  life,  and  health,  and  peace  of  cherish'd  friends 
And  yet  if  these  are  day  by  day  renew'd, 
Almost  with  calm  indifference  are  they  view'd 
As  things  of  course — till  trembling  fear  alarms, 
And  threatens  life  to  rob  of  half  its  charms. 
But  endless  the  attempt  to  reckon  o'er, 
Mercies  as  countless  as  the  sandy  shore. 
The  Christian,  let  his  state  be  what  it  may, 
Should  ev'ry  closing  eve  recall  the  day ; 
Think  o'er  the  blessings  in  the  morn  possess'd, 
When  with  reviving  life  he  rose  from  rest, 
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And  praise   the  power   which  has  preserve  1 

clear, 

From  thousand  unseen  dangers  hov'ring  n 
Perhaps  with  lih'ral  hand  ha-  -jiv'n  increase 
Of  wealth  or  limn*,   of  health  or  mental  peace; 
Or  if  of  some  bereav'd  still  more  remain, 
Which  e'en  in  suff'ring,  gratitude  may  claim. 
If  riches  pass  away  on  rapid  wing, 
Fair  Fame  be  injur'd  by  base  slander's  sting  ; 
If  strength  and  bloom  decay,  or  fell  disease, 
With  stronger  hand  its  tortur'd  victim  seize  ; 
While  on  affection's  breast  we  can  recline, 
We  weep — yet  bless  the  chast'ning  hand  divine 
If  harsh  unkindness  tempt  us  to  despair, 
The  desolate  are  Heav'n's  peculiar  care. 
We  speak  not  here  of  mis'ry  round  us  thrown, 
By  crimes  or  sinful  follies  of  our  own  ; 
These  should  instead  of  pining  discontent, 
Lead  us  to  feel  our  guilt,  and  then  repent. 
If  those  we  love  are  worthless,  'tis  a  griet 
That  seems  indeed  surpassing  all  relief ; 
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Yet  should  we  ceaseless  pray,  and  hope  that  Heav'n 
Will  turn  their  hearts,  their  sins  be  all  forgiv'n. 
And  if  with  agony  we  deep  deplore 
Our  best  belov'd — our  cherish'd  friends  no  more, 
If  ties  are  broken  which  so  closely  twin'd, 
Around  our  hearts,  they  seem'd  with  life  combin'd, 
When  all  appears  a  blank,  a  gloomy  void  : 
Our  earthly  hopes  and  happiness  destroy 'd  ; 
E'en  then  we  know  our  blest  Redeemer's  eye 
Beholds  our  sorrows,  hears  the  anguish'd  sigh  : 
Forbids  us  not  to  weep — nay  blesses  those 
Who  mourn,  yet  ne'er  the  will  of  Heav'n  oppose, 
But  make  it  theirs — with  blessings  meekly  part, 
Although  the  off  ring  of  a  broken  heart. 
Our  faith,  our  hope  His  mercy  will  increase, 
And  deepest  grief  unite  with  heavn'ly  peace  ; 
Raise  our  dejected  spirits  from  the  tomb, 
To  life  and  light  which  know  no  death  nor  gloom  ; 
Which  those  we  mourn  we  humbly  trust  enjoy, 
In  scenes  of  changeless  bliss  without  alloy, 
Where  soon  perhaps  in  sweet  re-union  blest, 
Our  spirits  may  with  theirs  for  ever  rest. 
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And  r'en  in  this  nlllietion's  bitterest  hour, 
\Ve  should  adore  and  bless  the  gracious  Pow'r, 
Whirh  still  has  comfort-  Mi  to  soothe  our  day, 
Unless  we  sinful  cast  them  all  away. 
Contentment  calm,  and  patient  and  resigriM, 
Is  still  with  duty,  still  with  peace  combin'd. 


But  this  blest  virtue  often  flies  from  those 

Who  ne'er  have  felt  life's  keenest  wants  or  woes ; 

And  fret  at  ills  minute,  they  scarce  would  heed, 

Who  know  or  real  grief,  or  real  need  ; 

Make  evils  for  themselves  more  hard  to  bear, 

Than  any  God  ordains  for  man  to  share : 

For  His  are  limited — but  endless  spring, 

The  trials  which  ungovern'd  passions  bring  ; 

And  gloomy  tempers  which  continual  dwell 

On  adverse  trifles,  till  they  rise  and  swell, 

And  like  a  rapid  torrent  sweep  away 

The  golden  sand's  which  in  the  current  lay  ; 

While  fair  prosperity's  transparent  tide 

Is  suffer' d  long  unnoticed  smooth  to  glide. 
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These  self  tormentors  we  must  pitying  leave, 

Thus  of  all  joy  their  bosoms  to  bereave, 

But  constant  watch,  and  careful  guard  our  own 

From  errors  to  which  mortals  are  so  prone  ; 

And  on  our  great  unworthiness  reflect 

Of  all  we  have,  nor  rashly  more  expect. 

True  'tis  an  humbling  theme,  nor  suits  the  pride, 

Which  leads  us  in  our  merits  to  confide, 

And  whispers  that  our  virtues  might  preserve 

From  heavy  ills,  while  blessings  we  deserve ; 

Yet  let  us  still  pursue  it — reckon  o'er 

All  that  we  want  and  wish  or  most  deplore ; 

And  then  with  eye  impartial  strict  review 

Our  duties  to  th'  Eternal  Sov'reign  due, 

To  Man  and  to  ourselves — and  then  compare 

Our  past  omission  with  the  good  we  share  ; 

Count  o'er  our  sins,  and  meekly  own  we  need 

Pardon  for  ev'ry  thought,  and  word,  and  deed, 

Adore  the  mercy  which  averts  that  doom 

Justice  demands — nor  e'er  again  presume 

To  question  Wisdom  clear,  with  folly  blind, 

In  its  unerring  dealings  with  mankind. 
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The  Providence  of  God  pervade  the  whole 

Of  the  vast  Universe — with  strong  control, 

Harmonious  keeps  the  everlasting  springs, 

That  move  and  regulate  created  things 

From  mighty  spheres,  to  particles  so  fine, 

Man  sees  them  not — not  so  the  eye  divine. 

All  to  that  awful  sight  is  clear  reveal'd, 

No  secret  hid,  no  form  minute  conceaPd  ; 

Omnipotence  created — still  preserves, 

Though  all  in  motion,  nought  from  order  swerves, 

Ceaseless  the  earth  rolls  thro*  her  pathway  bright, 

And  swift  revolves  while  day  succeed  the  night, 

And  in  their  pristine  loveliness  appear, 

Th*  unfailing  seasons  blending  year  with  year, 

The  Ocean  tides  still  own  the  wond'rous  sway. 

Of  Night's  great  Queen,  in  calms,  in  storms  obey. 

No  atom  lost,  though  all  in  varied  round, 

O'er  this  fair  globe — so  mutable  are  found, 

Rising  from  forms  unorganized,  to  those 

That  with  a  verdant  bloom  its  surface  clothes, 

And  nourish  life — decay — and  slow  disperse 

To  elementary  principles  diverse. 
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Mysterious  and  numerous  back  resolve, 

Attract,  combine  and  circling  still  revolve. 

The  animal  creation  loud  declares 

That  Providence  the  meanest  insect  shares  ; 

All  creatures  living  have  their  place  assigned, 

Each  in  its  sphere  by  nature's  laws  confin'd, 

With  forms  adapted  to  existence  brief, 

In  sunny  beam,  or  on  a  single  leaf, 

To  sport  in  air,  to  range  the  forest  wild, 

Or  man  to  serve,  fond,  docile,  fair,  and  mild : 

Or  with  the  myriads  live  beneath  the  wave 

That  swarm  the  stream,  the  sand,  the  rocky  cave. 

From  the  fix'd  sea-flow' r  to  the  monstrous  forms 

That  cleave  the  surge,  and  sport  amidst  the  storms  ; 

All  have  enjoyments,  happy  in  their  way, 

Pursue  their  destin'd  course  nor  seek  to  stray. 

Th'  industrious  Bee  collects  the  honied  store, 

Unenvious  of  the  Eagle's  tow' ring  soar  ; 

The  tiny  Ant  laborious  heaps  the  grain, 

Nor  heeds  the  noble  War-horse  shake  the  plain. 

Unblest  with  reason  still  they  wise  afford, 

Important  lessons  to  their  reasoning  Lord ; 
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And  peevish  sov'reign  Man — th'  entrusted  rijjht, 
And  power  abusing  much  with  linvr  .h-li-hi. 
Indifference  supine,  or  rage  disgrac  «.l, 
More  savage  than  the  beasts  that  roam  the  waste; 
Though  natural  laws  and  positive  restrain 
This  monarch  proud,  and  curb  his  cruel  reign. 


With  reference  to  each  other,  man  to  man 

In  this  his  state  of  trial's  fleeting  span, 

All  have  their  varied  stations  giving  scope 

To  noble  action,  energy,  and  hope, 

In  nations  civilized,  where  class,  degree, 

And  rank  distinct  conduce  to  harmony, 

To  virtue,  and  to  peace — force  may  subvert 

Law  human  and  divine  suspend,  pervert, 

While  discord's  crimes  with  horrors  fill  the  mind, 

But  vain  the  attempt  to  equalize  mankind. 

Genius  and  talents  soon  will  buoyant  rise, 

Ambition  pant  for  glory's  highest  prize, 

Industry  seek  and  gain  the  golden  store, 

The  blow  that  levelled  all,  he  felt  no  more. 
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Nay  e'en  the  rudest  tribes  in  savage  life, 
Have  chiefs  to  govern  and  to  banish  strife. 
True  Freedom  smiles  serene  where  order  reigns, 
But  e'en  the  despot  Pow'r  ne'er  binds  her  chains 
More  close  than  Faction,  'midst  the  loudest  cries 
Of  equal  rights,  and  ranks,  and  liberties ; 
But  must  in  truth  admit  there  may  be  low 
And  high  degrees,  and  many  own  they  flow 
From  source  divine  of  wisdom's  perfect  light, 
Yet  few  confess  that  it  has  placed  them  right. 
The  graduated  scale  may  not  offend, 
But  self-dilated  man  would  fain  ascend  j 
Rank  presses  upon  rank  with  pride  o'ergrown, 
Which  while  it  soars  oft  sinks  below  its  own ; 
And  foolish  vanity  that  scorns  the  sphere 
In  which  true  dignity  would  best  appear 
Discharging  right  its  duties,  well  content 
To  be  what  Providence  unerring  meant ; 
But  few  to  eminence  can  e'er  attain 
Woes  true  or  fancied  follow  efforts  vain ; 
Some  rapid  rise  while  many  others  fall, 
But  not  by  chance,  God  cares  alike  for  all. 
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Tlir  universal  Father  know-  t' arrange 

His  children's  lots,  nor  will  he  inn -e<l  to  change 

By  discontent,  tho'  cheerful  toil  iua\  nain 

Reward  of  wealth  or  honourable  fame; 

Or  if  it  fail  to  advance  in  life  will  meet 

In  self-approving  conscience  blessings  sweet. 

For  all  must  work,  whether  the  task  assign'd, 

Corporeal  strength  require  or  active  mind, 

To  grasp  the  pen  of  science,  hold  the  plough, 

The  sceptre  wield,  or  earn  the  laurel  bough ; 

The  public  mind  instruct,  improve  their  own, 

Their  country  serve,  or  virtues  learn  at  home  ; 

The  idle  great  are  ever  discontent ; 

The  idle  poor  on  sin  and  mischief  bent : 

'Midst  them  oft  leaders  find  who  make  them  tools, 

Misleading  more  the  self  deluded  fools, 

And  on  from  crime  to  crime  their  followers  urge ; 

One  proud  and  restless  spirit  proves  the  scourge 

Of  many  nations,  when  th'  Almighty's  wrath 

Proclaims  the  time,  His  judgments  are  gone  forth 

Over  a  guilty  world ! — selfish  and  blind, 

Man  passes  o'er  the  intere-t-  of  mankind. 
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But  God  the  whole  community  reviews, 

Withholds  from  individuals  what  they  chuse 

Injurious  to  the  rest — unless  the  sword 

Be  giv'n  to  avenge,  the  righteous  Lord 

Who  will  be  King !  altho*  impatience  fill 

The  earth  with  murmurings  base  ;  oh  then  be  still, 

And  own  that  he  is  God — contented  rest, 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  and  thou  shalt  still  be  blest, 

If  not  on  earth,  in  Heav'n  if  thou  endure 

Firm  to  the  end,  with  happiness  secure 

From  change  or  fall,  He  who  the  sparrow  feeds, 

Is  ever  with  thee,  knows  thy  griefs,  thy  needs, 

Howe'er  obscure  thou  art  to  mortal  eye 

Thou  art  not  hid  from  God's  infinity ! 

He  is  thy  gracious  Father  just  and  mild, 

And  he  will  guide  and  guard  thee  as  a  child, 

He  knows  thy  real  good,  and  oft  removes 

The  gilded  poisons  man  too  dearly  loves. 

Be  faithful  in  the  least  and  he  will  give 

Thee  "  Riches  true" — this  do  and  thou  shalt  live. 

Live — when  the  world  itself  is  passed  away, 

For  ever  live — where  joyful  all  obey ; 
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Where  wicked  eea-e  from  troubling,   none 
The  weary  in  their  e\ -cr  lasting  rest. 


Heav'ns  irracious  jrilt  far  more  unequal  seem 

To  superficial  view-  that    ra-hly  deem, 

All  must  be  good,   that  cheer*  with  ^parklini:    liijlit, 

And  evil  all  wrapt  in  the  gloom  of 

Than  to  the  deep  reflecting  minds  that 

With  judgments  sound  the  varied  i'ate^  «»t'  man, 

I)\    taUe  appearances  not  led  astray, 

From  M»her  reason's  truth  illuniin'd  wa\, 

They  ne'er  mistake  the  streaniiiiLr  meteor-  <_rlare, 

Which  for  a  moment  shines,    then  melts  in  air  . 

For  the  fix'd  orbs  of  glory's  radiance  clear, 

KVn  though  like  falling  stars  they  oft  appear  ; 

When  burnished  Day  presides  \\  ith  fervid  ray-, 

The  heav'nly  bodies  fade  from  human  Lraze  ; 

Still  thro*  the  azure  fields  they  brilliant  roll, 

But  clearest  seen  when  midnight  >hn»mU  the  p<>le. 

Prosperity  with  line  and  -peeimi^  art, 

Too  oft  to  heav'nlv  intereM-  Mind-  the  heart  , 
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And  things  eternal,  changeless,  pure,  and  bright, 

Obscure  from  mortals  weakly  dazzled  sight, 

While  dark  Adversity  though  sad  it  seems, 

Unveils  religion's  fairest,  holiest  beams  j 

The  visual  organs  of  the  soul  expands, 

O'ershades  the  earth,  but  shews  far  brighter  lands 

Celestial  scenes  amidst  the  gloom  appear, 

Blest  hope  irradiates  to  disperse  the  tear 

Of  terror  and  despair — and  sheds  a  calm, 

And  sacred  light,  while  heav'nly  dews  like  balm, 

Fall  on  the  burning  brow  and  tortured  breast, 

And  soothe  the  suff'rer  into  peace  and  rest. 

Afflictions  oft  the  richest  blessings  bring, 

E'en  while  the  breast  with  agony  they  wing. 

Repentance  is  the  first,  that  sacred  woe 

Which  e'en  the  best  perhaps  on  earth  must  know, 

In  mitigated  sternness — meek  and  mild, 

Lamenting  deeply  as  a  pious  child, 

The  least  offence  against  that  Father's  laws 

Whose  goodness  cheers,  whose  holiness  o'erawes. 

But  most  require  the  chastening  hand  of  God, 

To  make  them  trace  the  pathway  they  have  trod. 


With  true  humility's  self  jud^in^  sight, 

For  man  is  prone  to  think  his  course  is  ri-ht, 

Or  does  not  think  at  all — while  «_ray  surer- 

Attends — nor  evil  follows  vain  excess 

Immediate,  but  though  vengeance  delayed, 

The  hand  is  neither  shortened  nor  stayed, 

That  wields  the  eternal  sceptre,  holds  the  scales 

Of  justice  infinite  that  never  fails — 

And  chast'ning  woes  are  oft  in  mercy  giv'n. 

Mercy  !  divinest  attribute  of  Heav'n  ! 

To  bring  the  lost  and  wand'ring  Spirit  home, 

A  prostrate  suppliant  to  th'  Almighty  throne. 

Afflictions  too  may  wean  the  soul  from  scenes, 

Whence  joys  have  passed  away  like  empty  dream-  ; 

Whence  earthly  hope  has  fled — where  all  is  o'er, 

And  expectation  fond  is  felt  no  more  1 

True  they  do  not  appear  to  all  in  forms 

So  shadowy  and  dark,  the  transient  storms 

Are  oft  succeeded  by  a  sky  more  bright ; 

The  sun  of  joy  surrounds  with  fairer  light. 

And  beaming  forth  proclaims  the  uraciou-  IWi 

That  blesses  now,  and  blest  in  sorrows  hour 
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The  heartfelt  penitents  low  mournful  pray'r, 
And  made  their  good  and  happiness  his  care  ; 
Nor  can  they  quite  forget  when  smiles  return, 
The  lessons  stern  affliction  bade  them  learn. 
E'en  in  this  chequered  scene  the  spirit  clings, 
And  fond  adheres  to  sublunary  things  ; 
But  if  the  Syren  of  the  world,  her  song 
Sweetly  alluring,  ceaseless  should  prolong, 
Th'  enchanted  soul,  all  thoughts  of  death  would  fly, 
Nor  heed  its  bright  reversion  in  the  sky. 
How  numerous  are  the  ties  that  from  our  birth, 
Grow  with  our  growth,  and  bind  us  down  to  earth, 
With  such  tenacity,  no  common  art, 
Or  human  strength  can  sever  them  apart. 
The  slight — by  frequent  disappointment  worn, 
May  from  their  hold  more  easily  be  torn. 
Sorrow  may  loose  of  some  strong  cords  the  band, 
But  the  great  cable's — death's  tremendous  hand 
Alone  can  burst — the  heart  unfetter'd  heaves 
With  anguish  at  the  stroke  which  thus  bereaves, 
And  sets  it  free — a  wand'rer  sad  and  lone, 
Thro'  scenes  now  waste,  once  fond  affections  home, 


OF    CONTENTMENT.  I'M 


Till  Heav'n  in  mercy  bids  its  th rollings  cease, 
And  gives  its  own  serenity  and  peace. 


Th'  Almighty  chastens  whom  he  most  approves, 
And  purifies  with  sorrow  those  he  loves. 
No — Christianity  has  ne'er  deceiv'd, 
She  does  not  raise  her  sacred  banner  wreathM 
With  ever  blooming  roses — she  prepares 
The  soul  for  warfare,  that,  her  ensign  bears. 
Armour  bestows — and  Heav'ns  attempered  Mad- 
Proclaims  Salvation's  Captain  perfect  made 
Through  suff'ring — from  his  followers  demands, 
Courage  to  take  the  post  he  wise  command-  ; 
Active  or  passive — firmly  there  to  stand, 
Till  call'd  to  join  his  bright  immortal  band 
Of  saints  redeem'd,  and  martyrs  crownM  with 
Of  glory,  hymning  his  triumphant  praise. 


The  storms  of  life  should  make  man  think 

Who  like  himself  are  to  it*  \va\e->  exposed; 

o 
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Pity  he  never  needs,  he  ne'er  may  show, 
Nor  feel  another's  pain,  another's  woe. 
But  when  th'  o'erwhelming  surge  against  the  rock, 
Dashes  his  happiness  with  dreadful  shock ; 
Or  more  deceitful  calms  lull  Fear  asleep, 
Till  Hope  lies  buried  in  th'  engulphing  deep  ; 
Then  when  the  trembling  pray'r  for  mercy  flies, 
With  high  increased  Devotion  to  the  skies ; 
He  may  remember  the  blest  law  of  Heav'n, 
That  he  shall  find — by  whom  'tis  felt  and  giv'n. 
Prayer  is  improv'd  by  sorrow,  many  a  grace, 
And  Christian  virtue  to  this  source  we  trace, 
Which  in  Prosperity  are  not  calPd  forth, 
Although  of  matchless  and  intrinsic  worth  ; 
Pearls  of  great  price,  jewels  of  heav'nly  mine, 
Which  in  our  Saviour's  life  most  radiant  shine. 


Thus  like  a  frowning  mountain  by  the  storm, 
Blasted  and  bare — by  wintry  torrents  torn  ; 
No  flocks,  no  verdure  grace  its  rugged  sides, 
Yet  brilliant  gold  within  its  bosom  hides. 


OF    CON  I  I A  I  MIA  I  . 

Adver-ity  appears — with  hrow  sever.-, 

KiLrid  beholds  the  hitler  falling  tear, 

Which  purifies  the  heart  from  whence  it  flows, 

Bids  her  be  thankful  for  the  very  woes 

She  stern  inflicts — vet  firmly  lead-  the  wa\, 

Narrow  and  dark,   where  purest  trea-urc-  la\ 

Open  and  free,  to  all  who  earnest  seek 

To  bear  their  trials  with  contentment  meek, 

Convinced  that  he  who  made  them  cannot  err  ; 

The  interests  of  the  soul  to  all  prefer, 

Grateful  for  much  they  have  enjoyed  in  years 

Past,  eVr  they  wandered  through  the  vale  of  tears ; 

And  if  returning  happiness  again, 

Ktface  the  bitterness  of  grief  and  pain, 

Praise  Heav'n  with  fervor — equal  to  the  pray'r 

Raised  for  relief  from  woes  or  joys  to  -hare. 

KeMgn'd  or  thankful  bend  before  His  throne, 

And  to  His  will  submi^ive  viehl  their  own. 


4i  Like  a>  the  sparks  fly  upwards  Man  is  born 
To  trouble,"  soon  or  later  all  must  mourn. 
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For  trifles  some,  and  some  for  sufferings  dire, 

Tried  in  the  furnace  of  affliction's  fire. 

But  right  compared,  how  many  evils  fade 

To  nothingness,  although  they  wretched  made, 

The  unreflecting,  discontented  soul, 

Too  weak  to  yield  to  reason's  just  controul  ; 

Complainers  selfish,  to  themselves  appear 

The  only  ones  who  need  to  shed  a  tear. 

Yet  few  of  those  who  murmur  at  their  doom, 

Would  take  another's  burden  in  its  room. 

Too  wise  at  least  to  risk  receiving  lead, 

And  giving  feathers  light  as  air  instead. 

None  can  for  others  judge — "  the  heart  alone 

Knows  its  own  bitterness" — yet  are  we  prone 

Their  griefs  to  lesson — magnify  their  joys, 

Or  dazzled  child-like  with  life's  gilded  toys ; 

Fancy  that  happiness  in  splendid  domes, 

Which  might  be  found  if  sought  within  our  homes. 

We  know  not  how  the  heart  may  throb  beneath 

The  brilliant  star — the  coroneted  wreath 

Circle  an  aching  brow,  or  tortured  brain, 

That  would  give  worlds  the  privilege  to  claim  ; 


OF    (  o\  I  I  \  I  Ml  \  I. 

(  )t  calm  retirement,   and  vtill  repose, 
Bestowed  on  nther^  hut  denied  to  those 
Whom  Ignorance  oft  views  with  envum-  < 
Eager  their  faults  and  vices  to  de^<  r\  . 
'Tis  not  the  varied  station,  but  the  mind, 
That  forms  th'  essential  ditf'rence  in  mankind, 
A  Conscience  whisp'ring  peace,  mild  self  respect, 
May  well  compensate  for  the  world's  neglect ; 
If  health  be  added,   with  affection's  meed, 
And  homely  comforts — we  are  rich  indeed  : 
Whether  our  birth  be  nobly  high,  or  mean, 
Or  in  the  happier  state  which  lies  between. 


Man  is  corrupt  and  fallen  from  his 
Original — a  truth  that  few  den\, 
That  many  deeply  feel — that  all  in 
Yet  not  quite  lost — a  conscious  dignit\ , 
Pervading  through  the  low-la  id  ruins  errand, 
Declares  the  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 
The  sages  of  antiquity  by  force 
Of  reason  onlv,    check'd  the  pa—inn- 
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But  e'en  the  weak  who  walk  by  grace  divine, 

May  equal  or  surpass  their  minds  sublime 

In  many  a  noble  virtue — fruits  of  Heav'n, 

Which  ne'er  to  this  world's  wisdom  yet  were  giv'n 

The  Faith  that  looks  beyond  this  transcient  scene, 

With  Hope  that  rests  upon  no  idle  dream  ; 

The  love  that  breathes  benevolence  on  earth, 

And  feels  each  child  of  dust  its  kindred  birth  ; 

In  honour  still  a  brother's  claim  prefers, 

Rejoicing  if  it  happiness  confers  ; 

And  breathes  to  Heav'n  with  piety  sincere, 

The  fervent  pray'r — while  drops  the  filial  tear  ; 

And  deep  Humility  that  claims  no  praise, 

But  seeks  the  Glory  of  its  God  to  raise. 

The  soul  with  graces  such  as  these  replete, 

Needs  no  Philosophy  or  vain  deceit 

Of  "  Science  falsely  called,"  to  give  it  pow'r 

Firmly  to  stand  the  burst  of  adverse  hour, 

To  bound  its  wishes,  moderate  its  fears  ; 

With  courage  evil  meet  when  it  appears, 

But  not  anticipate  on  folly's  wing, 

Ills  that  may  ne'er  arrive — or  lose  their  sting. 
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With  confidence  sublime  on  God  to  rest, 
While  Resignation  soothes  the  throbbing  breast, 
With  true  Contentment  calm  its  race  to  run, 
And  meekly  siy,   my  God,   "  Thy  will  be  done  I" 


TO  A  YOUNG  FRIEND, 


SUFFERING  UNDER  MENTAL  DEPRESSION. 


Dear  Girl !  for  thee  I  fain  would  twine 
Of  Poesy's  fair  flow*rs 

A  wreath  thy  sadden'd  brow  to  grace  ; 

Arranged  each  gloomy  thought  to  chase, 
And  with  its  magic  pow'rs, 
To  gladder  themes  incline. 


With  influence  sweet  to  soothe  each  grn-t'. 

Despondency  to  cheer ; 
With  hopes  bright  visions  to  beguile. 
To  bring  again  the  banished  smile 

And  hide  the  dewy  tear 

Beneath  a  rosy  leaf. 


TO  A  YOUNG  FRIEND,    SUFFERING 

Yet  thou  perhaps  wilt  say,  "  Thine  art 

Nothing  to  me  avails  ; 
But  ill  can  brook  the  mind  opprest 
That  vainly  wanders  seeking  rest ; 
Those  light  delusive  tales, 
That  seem  to  mock  the  heart. 


I  would  not  mock  thee,  gentle  one, 
For  all  that  earth  could  give ; 
My  half-formed  wreath  away  I  fling, 
Ah !  droop  not  like  its  flow'rs — while  Spring 
Bids  thee  still  blooming  live 
Rejoicing  in  its  Sun. 


Far,  far  from  me  the  wish  to  close 
The  retrospective  eye, 

Or  rational  regret  for  pow'rs 

Misused,  to  blame  ;  or  mispent  hours  ; 
To  check  repentance*  sigh, 
And  lull  to  false  repose. 


I  M>!  K  MENTAL  Di:i'!:i  >Mo\. 

To  scan  thine  errors  past  'tis  well, 

Thy  follies  to  lament  ; 
But  yet  thy  young  days  should  not  be 
Clouded  tlniN  dark  and  heavily; 
As  if  thy  soul  was  bent 
With  guilt  most  deep  and  fell. 


Oh !  hear  the  warning  voice  of  truth, 

And  while  thou  can'st,  retrieve  ; 
These  morbid  feelings  will  destroy 
Of  those  most  dear  the  health  and  joy, 
And  give  true  cause  to  grieve 
Through  age  as  well  as  youth. 


Contrition  true  is  not  supine, 

It  nerves  to  action  right  ; 
Prompt  to  reform  whate'er  is  wrong, 
With  virtuous  purpose  fix'd  and  strong : 
Another  day  of  light 
Shall  not  neglected  shine. 


C2()l<  TO  A  YOUNG  FRIEND,    SUFFERING 

No  longer  grieve  thy  friends  who  feel 
Thy  sadness  o'er  them  spread ; 
Ere  yet  too  late,  dispel  its  gloom, 
Let  the  mild  rays  of  vernal  noon 
Again  their  influence  shed, 
And  through  these  vapours  steal. 


Life's  precious  moments  waste  no  more, 

Nor  those  thou  mourn'st  increase ; 
The  past  can  ne'er  again  be  thine, 
Then  haste  t' improve  the  present  time  : 
Look  up  to  Heav'n  for  peace 
And  mercy  will  restore. 


Duty  and  Sense  thine  efforts  claim, 
Thy  troubled  mind  to  clear  : 

Depend  not  on  thyself  alone, 

For  strength  divine  will  aid  thine  own  j 
Away  all  wavering  fear, 
That  ne'er  was  sought  in  vain. 


NDI;H  .MI:N  r  \i    m  PHI  .vsios  . 


[{\xe,  rise  with  energy 

Collect  thy  scaltrrM  t«»rce; 

This  the  first  step,  resolve  —  'tis  den. 

These  self-delusions  firmly  shun, 
Ere  yet  with  real  rcinoisr 
Thou'rt  fatally  sulxlued. 
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TO  RESIGNATION. 


Come  Resignation !  meek  eyed  maid, 
Lone  wand'rer  in  the  cypress  shade, 
And  with  thy  kind  and  gentle  aid, 

A  broken  spirit  soothe  ; 
Teach  me  with  thee  the  pray'r  to  raise, 
Teach  me  with  thee  to  offer  praise, 
And  calm  to  Heav'n  devote  the  da  s 

Affliction  may  improve. 


TO    RESJGNATK 

Thou  can's!  not  l>id  my  sorrows  cease  : 

It  ne'er  may  be  !  }ct  h«>l  \ 

With  Hope,    and  Love,   and   FailhV  i 

Perhaps  thou  wilt  bestow  ; 
On  earth  1  must  a  mourner  be, 
But  still  content,  if  blest  with  thee  ; 
Till  Heav'n  bo  pleased  my  soul  to 

My  tear  forbid  to  flow. 


Come  then,  sweet  Maid,  thine  aid  impart, 
Lay  thy  soft  hand  upon  my  heart. 
Where  sorrow's  deeply  wounding  dart, 

Corrodes  with  anguish  sore. 
Gently  withdraw,  and  pour  thy  ludm, 
Allay  its  smart,  its  throbbings  calm  ; 
And  then  no  dread  of  future  harm 

Can  make  it  tremble  more. 
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Though  there  are  loved  ones  yet  to  weep, 
Unless  mine  eyes  first  close  in  sleep, 
Yet  death  can  never  strike  so  deep, 

So  terribly  again. 

I've  felt  the  worst — one  mighty  blow 
Has  crushed  me  with  its  weight  so  low, 
That  light  may  now  seem  ev'ry  woe, 

And  blunted  ev'ry  pain. 


My  hopes,  my  fears  are  past  away, 
As  oft  the  winds  of  parting  day, 
Lull  into  rest  beneath  the  ray 

Of  the  Moon's  placid  light ; 
And  thus  with  good  reflected  glows, 
That  heart  which  now  no  pleasure  knows, 
But  what  another's  joy  bestows, 

Illuming  mournful  night. 
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Tranquility  with  thee  I  find, 
In  solitude  steal  o'er  my  mind, 
With  consolation  so  sublimed, 

Thy  shades  I  ne'er  can  leave ; 
With  thee  the  cypress  seem  to  bloom, 
Solemn  they  wave,  but  spread  no  gloom, 
And  mem'ry  lingering  o'er  the  tomb. 

May  unembitter'd  grieve. 


Pale  though  thou  art,  and  dim  thine  eye 
With  tears  that  rush  unbidden  by, 
But  soon  are  checked  with  gentle  sigh 

And  smile  of  sadness  sweet  j 
Thy  brow  reflecting,  mien  so  meek, 
Despondency  can  ne'er  bespeak, 
Though  they  who  need  thee  not,  nor  seek, 

Take  thine  for  her  retreat. 


210  TO    RESIGNATION. 

Ah  no,  celestial  maiden,  giv'n 

To  wean  the  soul  from  Earth  to  Heav'n, 

To  comfort  all  by  stiff 'ring  driven 

Far  from  the  busy  crowd. 
Ah  no,  thy  votaries  ne'er  repine 
Their  dearest  blessings  calm  resign, 
Because  it  is  the  will  Divine 

Their  happiness  to  shroud. 


They  know  the  day  spring  soon  will  clear 
The  thickest  darkness  from  the  sphere, 
The  cloudless  azure  re-appear, 

And  glory's  sun  arise. 
'Tis  "  but  a  moment" — then  for  aye 
These  "  light  afflictions"  pass  away, 
Lost  in  the  everlasting  day 

Of  bliss  above  the  skies. 


TO    RESIGNATION.  .' 1  1 

But  while  they  watch,  on  Heav'n  in  hut, 
On  duty's  path  their  sight  is  bent, 
Mindful  that  here  they  were  not  sent 

To  please  themselves  alone — 
Nor  useless  live,  nor  waste  their  hours 
In  pining  grief,  that  temper  sours, 
Robbing  the  mind  of  all  is  ]M>\v'r-, 

And  shaking  reason's  throne. 


They  pause  not,  chaplets  to  entu  inr 
Of  withering  flow'rs  around  thy  shrine, 
No — they  would  grace  thee,  Pow'r  divine, 

With  off 'rings  that  endure  : 
Thy  work  of  love  they  fain  would  shaiv, 
The  wretched  make  their  gentle  caiv, 
In  drooping  hearts  thy  way  prepare, 

And  like  thee  seek  the  Poor. 


THE  ANGEL'S  HYMN, 


Eternal  God — whose  watchful  eye 
The  universe  pervades  ; 

At  whose  command  I  left  the  sky 
To  visit  earthly  shades. 


My  golden  harp  no  longer  thrills, 
Before  Thy  awful  throne ; 

When  the  great  Hallelujah  fills, 
High  Heaven's  boundless  zone. 


THE    ANGEI.'s    HVM\. 

But  still  with  holy  bliss  I  sing, 
And  strike  my  harp  with  fire, 

Extatic  praises  to  my  King, 
As  in  Seraphic  choir. 


And  Thou  dost  hear  its  lofty  tones, 

Lofty  to  all  but  Thee, 
And  Thou  dost  hear  the  suff'rer's  moans 

Thou  gav'st  in  charge  to  me. 


The  feeble  pray'r — the  anguish'd  sigh, 

The  tear  in  silence  shed, 
Are  known  to  Thee — for  Thou  art  nigh 

Resign'd  affliction's  bed. 


Oh !  I  could  almost  weep  to  see 
The  broken  spirit's  grief, 

And  pray  Thee  Lord,  to  set  it  free, 
Or  give  it  blest  relief. 


THE  ANGEL'S  HYMN. 

But  that  I  know  she  is  Thy  Child, 
Redeem'd  by  Christ  Thy  Son, 

Thou  art  her  Father,  gracious,  mild, 
With  joy  Thy  will  be  done. 


I  know  Thy  chastening  is  not  sent 
In  wrath,  but  heav'nly  love  ; 

To  purify  her  soul  'tis  meant 
For  happiness  above. 


Soon,  soon  perhaps  the  throb  may  cease 

Of  suff'ring,  in  the  Grave  ; 
The  contrite  spirit  part  in  peace 

Through  Him  who  died  to  save. 


Then  to  Thy  throne  O  God,  most  High ! 

My  charge  belov'd  I'll  bring, 
With  transport  bear  her  to  the  sky, 

Eternal  praise  to  sing. 


-'I  J 


IT»A(,M  FATS. 


This  was  supposed  to  be  written  in  consequence  of  the  hope  being  exp retted 
that  the  beloved  sufferer  might  still  be  so  far  restored  to  health,  as  again 
to  enjoy  the  society  of  intimate  friends. 


Oh  !  say  not  thus — for  I  am  like  a  wreck, 

Long  toss'd  and  shatter'd  by  the  stormy  sea  ; 

Drifted  at  length  into  a  haven  calm, 

But  laid  full  low  upon  the  wave-wash'd  sand ; 

Vain,  vain  th*  attempt  to  launch  it  forth  again ! 

A  few  more  Summers  suns,  and  wintry  gales, 

May  yet  pass  o'er  it  in  its  sheltered  bay, 

But  force  it  out  into  the  waters  deep. 

The  hapless  Bark,  too  frail  to  brave  the  surge, 

Will  sink  to  rise  no  more ! 


216  FRAGMENTS. 


These  lines  were  written  but  a  few  days  before  the  purified  "  spirit  returned 
unto  God  who  gave  it." 


The  harp  still  vibrating  with  sacred  strains, 

To  other  chords  seems  quite  unmusical, 

As  if  th'  unwilling  strings  would  fain  be  mute, 

Rather  than  give  their  aid  to  themes  profane. 

Yet  ah  !    why  thus  my  harp,  that  dost  but  sigh 

Responsive  to  the  passing  wind  that  claims, 

In  accents  sad  thy  thrilling  sympathy. 

No  might  inspir'd  is  thine — Thou  art  unheard  ; 

Thy  notes  but  wake  to  die  away  like  me. 

But  let  them  still,  congenial  if  not  sweet, 

Beguile  the  solitude  in  which  I  live, 

Only  a  few  short  days,  then  o'er  my  grave 

Breathe  thy  last  sigh,  and  silent  sink  to  rest. 

Or  if  affection's  partial  hand  entwine 

A  wreath  for  thee,  and  hang  thee  on  the  branch 

Of  drooping  Cypress  that  my  tomb  o'ershades  ; 

Then  in  soft  lingering  cadence  whisper  peace, 

And  soothe  her  griefs,  as  thou  hast  long  soothed  mine. 


FINIS. 


